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INTRODUCTION. 
BEGGAR, PLAYER. 


BEGO AR. 


F poverty be a title to poetry, I am ſare nobody can 
difoute mine. 1 own myſelf of the company of Be 
; and I make one at their weekly feltivals at St. 
Ces. I have a ſmall yearly ſalary for my catches, and 
am welcome to a dinner there whenever I pleaſe, which 
is more than molt poets can ſay. 

Player. As we live by the Muſes, it is but gratitude 
in us to encourage poetical merit wherever we und it.— 
Ihe Muſes, contraty to all other ladies, pay no diſtinc- 
tion to dreſs, and never partially miftake the pertacts ot 
embroidery for wit, not the modeſty of want for dullueſs. 
Be the author who he will, we puſh- his play as far as it 
will go. So (though you are in want) I wiſh you ſauccef; 
heartily. 

Beggar. This piece I own was originally wrote for 
the celebrating the marriage of® Fames Chanter and M1! 
Lay, two mort excellent ballad-Gogers, J have introduced 
the ſimilies that are in all your celebrated Operas : The 
Szvallxw, the Math, the Bee, the Ship, the Thus, &e. 
Betides, I have a priſon ſcene, which the ladies always 
reckon charmingly pathetic. As to the parts, I have 
ol-ſerved ſuch a nice impartiality to our two ladies, that 
it is impoſſible for either of them to take offence, I hope 
1 may be forgiven, that | have not made my Opera, 
throughout unnatural, like thofe in vogus; for 1 have no 
recitative, excepting this; as I have contented to have 
neither Prologue nor Epilogue, it mult be allowed an 
Opeta in alhits forms. The piece indeed hath beten fre- 
tofore frequently reprefented by ourlelves in our great 
room at St. G1/er's, ſo that I cannot too often acknou- 
ledge your charity in bringing it now on the tage, 

Player. But 1 ſee it is time for us to wiiuiaw ; the 
actors are preparing to begin, Play away the oreriue, 

Eu. 


a3 Drimati 


-DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


M E N. 


Drery-Lane.. Covent-Garden. 


Peachum + Mr. Mozdy, Mr. Ryder. 


Lockit, - - Mr. Fawceit, Mr. Cubitt. 
Macheath,, - - Mr. Kelly, Mr. Banniſter. 
Filch, - - Mr. Suetft, Mr. Blanchard. 
Jemmy Twitcher, } 

_ Crookfinger'd Jack I : 
Wat Drea © | | 
Robin of agthot, 2 
Nimming Ned, 
Harry Paddington, | / 
Mart o'the Mint, Mr. Williames, Mr. Darley. 
Ben Budge, - - Mr. Burton. Mr. Rock. 


Beggar, + Vr. Mad, 

Player, - - Mr. Benſon, 
Conſtables, Drawer, Turnkey, &c. 
— WOMEN. 


} 


1 Mrs. Pexchum, - - Mrs. Hopkins. . Mrs, Veh. 
* i Polly Peachum, Mrs. Crouch, Mrs. Billington. 


„ ,, Ne Edwards Mrs, Martyr, 
. Diana 'Trapes, - Mrs. Both, 
Mrs. Coaxer, * 
Dolly Trull, 8 
Mrs, Vixen, 3 | p | 
WW , PFetty Doxy, n | | 5 
3 Jenny Diver 4 Miſs Bar es... Mig. Sh at. 
Mrs. Slammerkin, I \ = 
Fukey Tawdry, 2 
J % 4 


Molly Brazes, 
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* 
„ NE N . 
5 + C E N E, Peachum's Houſe. 


Peachum Afting at a table with a large B of accounts 
before him, 


AIR TI. An old woman cloathed in Grey.“ 


3 THRO' all the employments of life 
Each neig 22 ef — 5 
Whore and rogue they call huſband and wife : 
All prifeſſinne berigne one another. 
T he prieſt calls the laxvyer a cheat, 
T he lawyer bekrawves the divine ; 
And the flateſman, becauje he's ſo great, 
Thinks his trade as honeft as mine. 


A lawyer is an honeſt employment, ſo is mine. Tike me 
too he acts in a double capacity, both againſt rogues an! 
for em; for 'tis but fitting that we ſhould protect and 
encourage cheats, ſince we live by em. | 


Enter Fit.cn. 


Filch. Sir, Black Mall has ſent word her trial comes on 
in the afternoon, and ſhe hopes you will order matters fo 
as to bring her off. | 

0 Peach. Why, ſhe may plead her belly at worſt; ta 
my knowledge ſhe hath tagen care of that ſecurity. But 
as the wench is very active and induſtrious, you, may ſa- 
tisfy her that I will ſoften the evidence. 
Filch. Tom Gagg, ſir, is found guilty, 


% 


Paal. 
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=: 7 Peach. A lazy dog! when J took him the time before, 


T tald him what he would come to if he did not mend his 


FA 


band. This is death without reprieve. I may ventuce 
co book him: [writes.] for Tom Gagg, forty pounds.— p 
Lt Bg Sh know that I'll fave her from tranſportation, ; 
for I can get more by her ſtaying in Exgland. ' 
Fileb. Betty hath brought more goods into our Lock f 
this year than any five of our gang; and, in truth, tis h 

pity to loſe ſo good a cuſtomer. 
Peach; If none of the g takes her off, ſhe may, in 5 
the common courſe of buſineſs, live a twelvemonth longer. p 
I love to let women ſcape. A ſportſman always 8 
lets the hen partidges fly, becauſe the breed of the game * 
depends upon them. Beſides, here the law allows us no it 
reward: there is nothing to be got by the death of a wo- a, 
man except our wives, 
Filch. Without diſpute, ſhe is a fine woman! Twas 2 
to her I was obliged for my education, (to ſay a bold gh 
word) ſhe hath trained up more young fellows to the he 
buſineſs than the gaming-table. 1 gi 
Peach. Truly, Filch, thy obſervation is right. We and ne 
the ſurgeons are more beholden to women, than all the - 
profeſſions beſides, an 
AIR II. The bonny grey-ey'd morn, &c.* | hi 
Filch, 'Tis waman that ſeduces all mankind, EL g0 
_ By her wwe fiſt avere taught the «vheedling arts ; ſel 
_— Her wery eyes can cheat; auen myſt ſbe's hind, = ſot 
=_—_ - . Sbetricis us of our money With our hearts, ot} 
For her, like wolves,” by night wye roam for proy, Ra, 
And prattiſe evi ry fraud ts bribe her charms ; G14 

For ſuits of love, 42 law, are won by pay, 

And beauty muſt be feed into our aims, | 
Peach. But make haſte to Nea ate, boy, and let my BY: 
friends know what I intend; for I love to make them ealy a6 
one way or other. VE FOSTER enen A 
Fileb. When a F is long kept in ſuſpenſe, 
penitence may brea br 1215 ever after. Befigesz cer-, + thai 
gmiainty gives a man a g air upon his trial, and makes and 
bim nique another without fear or ſcruple. But, III adi 
way, for tis a pleafure to be the meſſenger of comfort to pou 


riends in affliction, Ful. 
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Peach. But tis now high time to look about me for a a2 
decent execution againſt next ſeſſion, I hate a ry 
rogue, by whom one can get nothing till he is hang d. 
A regiſter of the gang. Reading. N er'd Jack, 
A year and a half in the ſervice. Let me ſee how much 
the ſtock owes to his induſtry ; one, two, three, four, 
five gold watches, and ſeven ſilver ones. A mighty clean- 
2 fellow ! Sixteen ſnuff-· boxes, five of them of true 

old. Six dozen of handkerchiefs, four ſilvet-hilted 
words, half a dozen ſhirts, three r anda 
piece of broad- cloth. Conſidering thee are only the fruirs "RY 
of his leiſure hours, I don't know a prettier fellow, for I 7 
no man alive hath a more engaging preſence of mind upong 
the road. Mat Dreary, alias Brown Will, an irregula-gn 
dog, who hath an underhand way of diſpoſing of his 

oods, I'll try him only for a ſeſſions or two longer upon 

is good behaviour. — Harry Paddington, a poor petty-lare 
ceny raſcal, without the leaſt genius; that fellow, though * | 
he were to live for ſix months, will never come to t 
gallows with any credit, —S/ippery Sam; he goes off the 
next ſeſſions, for the villain the impudence to have 
views of following his trade as a taylor, which he calls 
an honeſt employment. Mat of the Mint, liſted not above 
a month ago, a promiſing ſturdy fellow, and diligent in . 
his way ; ſomewhat too bold and haſty, and may raiſe 

| good contributions on the 2 if he does not cut him- 

ſelf ſhort by murder. — Je Tipple, a guzzling ſoaking 
ſot, who is alu ays too drunk to ſtand himſelf, or to make 
others ſtand. A cart is abſolutely neceſſary for him. 
Rabin of Baęſbut, alias Gorgen, alias Bluff Bub, alias Car- 
buncle, alias Bob Bavty. | 


Enter Mrs, Prachuu. 


Mrs. Peach. What of Bob Bzoty, huſband ? J hope no- 
thing bad hath betided him, You know, my dear, he's 
a favourite cuſtomer of mine, "TI'was he made me a pte- 
ſent of this ring. | 
Peach. I have fet his name down in the black liſt, 
that's all, my dear; he ſpends his life among women, _ 
and as ſoon as his money is gone, one or other of the 
ladies will hang him for the reward, and there is forty _ 
pounds loſt to us for ever. __— 
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= Mr. Peach. You know, my dear, I never meddle in 
_— matters of death; I always leave thoſe affairs to you, 
1 Women indeed ate bitter bad jodges in theſe caſes, for 


= I > they are ſo partial to the brave, that they think every mary 


| o 7-4) 


_— handſome who 1s going to the 


camp or the gallows, 
AIR III. Cold and raw, &.“ 
If any wench Venus's girdle ear, 
T ſhe be never ſi ugly, 
Lilies aud roſe s aii quickly appear, 
u wer face look wondrous ſnugly. 
Beneath the left ear, /o fit but a cord, 
( A my 0 charming a v. 7 
N The youth in the cart hath the air of a Bd, 
„ Aud ue cu, There dies an Adonis! | 


Bat really, huſband, you ſhould not he too hard-hearted, 
bor you never had a finer, braver fet of men than at 


= preſent. We have not had a- murder among them all, 


tiheſe ſeven months. And truly, my deur, that is a great 
= bleſſing. | Fo £0 | 


- Peath, What a dickens is the woman always a whim- 
pering about murder fot! No gentle man is ever look d 
upon the worſe four killing a man in his own defence; and 


if buſineſs cannot be carried on withour it, what would 


& 3 you have 4 gentleman do ? | 
M. Peach. If I am in the wrong, my dear, you muſt 
= excuſe me, for nobody can help the frailty of an over- 


ſcrupulous conſcience 


-< b © Peach, Murder is as faſhionable a crime as a man can 
be guilty of. How many fine gentlemen have we in New- 
dea every year, purely upon that article? If they have 


4 


3 
. 
; 
"* % 

4 


* 
* 


bwberewithal to petſuade the juryto bring it in manſlaughter, 
pon this ſubjet. Was captain Machruth here this morn- 


ing for the bank notes he left with you laſt week ? 
l & Mrs. Peach. Yes, my dear; and though the Bank hath 


ſtopt payment, he was ſo chearful and ſo agreeable! Sure 


ai! If he comes from Bagiſbot at any reaſonable hour 
bath * to make one this evening with Polly, me, 
Wand Bob Booty, at a party of quadrille, Pray, my dear, 

we captain rich? e | 


i ; Peach, 
_* 


what are they the worſe for it? So, my dear, have done 


THE BE GGAR'S OPERA. «ut 


Peach. The captain keeps too good company ever to 
gw Bo Mar) ou and the 6 es are his un- 
oing. e man that propoſes to get money lav, 
ſoo! have the n a —— 4 be 
train'd up to it from his youth. | 
Mrs, Peach, Really 1 am ſorry upon Polly's account the 
captain hath not more diſcretion. What buſineſs hath he 
to keep company with lords and gentlemen ? he ſhould 
leave them to prey upon one another. | | 

Fracht. Upon Poliy's account! What, a plague, does 
the woman mean Upon Poly's account! 3 

Mrs. Peach. Captain Macheaib is very fond of the girl, 
Peach. And what then? 
Ms. Peach. If 1 have any ſcill in the ways of women, 

I am ſure Polly thinks him a very pretty man. 

Peach. And what then? you would not be ſo mad to 
have the wench marry him; Gameſters and highwaymen 
are generally very good to their whores, but they are very 
devils to their wives. 

Mrs Peach. But if Polly ſhould be in love, how ſhould 

we help her, or how can ſhe help herſelt? Poor girl, I'm 
in the utmoſt concern about her. 


AIR. IV. Why is your faichſul ſlave diſdain'd?” 
If love the virgin's heart invade, 
Haw like a moth, ihe fimple maid 
Sill pays about the flame! 
I, ſoon fhe be trot made a wife, 7 
Her hinour's fing d, and then for li-, "= 
Seh 1 dare wet name. 


Peach. Look ye, wife, A handſome wanch in our ü 
way of bufineſs, is as profitable as at the bar of a Temple 
coffee-houſe, who looks it as her I1/e1hood to grant 
every liberty but one. You fee I would indulge the git! 8 
as far as prudently we can, in any thing but marriage! 7 | 
After that, my dear, how ſhould we be ſaſe? are we not a 
then in her huſband's power ? for the huſband hath tbe 
abſolute power over all his wite's ſecrets, but her own. 
If the gitl had the diſcretion of a court lady, who caa 
have a dozen young fellows at her ear, without comply= == 
ing with one, I ſhould not matter it: but Pg is tinder, _ 
and a ſpark will at once ſct her on a flame. _— FL. 
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= If the wench does not know her own profit, ſure ſhe 
= knows her own pleaſure better than to make herſelf a 
property! My daughter to me ſhould be like a court lady 

| © to a miniſter of ftate, a key to the whole gang. Married! 

If the affair is not already done, I'll terrify her from it, 
by the example of our neighbours. 

| Mrs Peach. May-hap, my dear, you may injure the 

girl. She loves to imitate the fine ladies, and ſhe may 

23 | _ allow the captam liberties in the view of intereſt. 
= Peach. But tis your duty, my dear, to warn the gicl 


* 
= 


= 1 "+ +. .» 


moſt of her beauty. I'll go to her this moment, and ſift 
= ber. In the mean time, wife, rip out the coronets and 
=_—_ parks of theſe dozen of cambrick handkerchiefs, for I can 


- © 


- diſpoſe of them this afternoon to a chap in the city. | Exit. 


= 
— 
5 


. A 


: * And why muſt our Polhy's marriage, contrary to all ob- 
ſervation, make her the lefs followed by other men? All 


men are thieves in love, and like a woman the better for 
being another's property. | 
AIR. V. Of all me ſimple things we do, &c. 


WM A maid is like the golden ore, 
= Which hath guineas intrinſical in i, 
_ Whoſe worth is never known, before 
_ It is try'd and impreſt in the mint, 
= A wifes like. a guinea in gold, 
EN .,  Sramp'd with the name 4 her ſpouſe ; 
Vo here, now there; is bought, or is fold, 
= And is current in every houſe. 
=» ' | Eurer Fikch. a : 
. Peach. Come hither, Filch, J am as fond of this 
child as —_ mind miſgive me he was my own. He 
= hath as fine a hand at picking a pocket as a woman, and 


and is as nimble-finger'd as a juggler, If an unlucky 
ſeiſions does not cut the rope of thy life, I pronounce, 
boy, thou wilt be a great man in hiſtory. Where was 
Ba your poſt laſt night, my boy? 

4% Filch, I ply'd at the Opera, madam ; and conſidering 
=” was heither dark nor rainy, ſo that there was no — 
be. es | urry 


a '£ = 
s fy 
s ” * * 
* * * 
E * * 2 1 _ 
— — 


againſt her ruin, and to inſtruct her how to make the 


THE BEGGAR's OPERIA. ug 


4 2 chairs and aoaches, made tolerable ** 
ven N madam, Th 
9 Peach. Colour'd ones, I ſcc. 82 7 
from our warehouſe at Redrif among the Aon — 
Filch. And this ſnuf-box, de 10 *JUC 


Mrs. Peach. Set in re A pretty eee 
to a young a 4" 

Filch, 1 had a fair tug » charmjn e 
take the tay lors for many 1 
It ſtuck by tlie way phe — 
under a coach. ail. madam, I fcar I Pa be. cut o 
in the flower of my youth, ſe that evety how nude 
(tnce I was pumpt) I have a thought of king 8 
going to ſea. rn! 

Mrs, Peach. You ſhould” 80 to Hociliy . l. and 
to Mary bone, child, to learn valour. 1 2 are theſchools 
that have bred ſo many brave men. I thought, Boy, by 
this time; thou hadit loſt fear as well #5 fame. * Por 
lad! how little does he know'yot of che D’ Bdiky / For 
the frit fact 1 Il infore thee" from bewg*hang'd.; uh go- 
ing to ſea, Filch, will come time enough upon u Rntence 
ot tran portation. But now, ſince you have n Act- 
ter to do, e on go to your hook, and leam your cateemifun ; 
for really a man makes but an ill fig in the Ordiaaey'y - 
paper, who cannot give ſatisſactury anſutor to: his queſ; 
tions. But, hark you, my lad, _ t. tell ine a dt zr 

ou know I hate a lyar. Do you know any Frag: that | 
hath aſt between captain Machexth aud our Pol! - 

Fils, I bay your; mad) don't bY we Afar & moſt ih 

| 


. tell a lye to you or wo mils Billy; ſot H prom:s'd - 


her I would not tell. . 
Mrs. Peach. But when the. boncur d our, Rijnily "> Li 
concern d. 1 
FE. I al lend a fad e with mit ah, Meter tik | 
comes to Know I told you. Beſides, I would whe Willing t 
forfeit my own nr by betray in any bod V. , 
Mrs, Peach, Vander comes 
Come, Filch, you fat go dich me — my own wy 
and tell me the whole al II 4 plafs of a 
| 2 Nen der re my ay own Mokivg. 
104 110 2 = 3,641 
! wut lues Þh . Lin po 
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Pe. -- oy now as well as 'any of the fine ladies how to 
Sof myſelf ani-of my man too, A woman 
Knows howto he — though ſhe hath never been 
raps court or at an aſſembly, * We have it in our natures, 
pa- H ao captain Mnchentꝭ ſome” trifling liberties, 
12 dis v w "Eh 11 other viſible marks of his favour-to 


rl who capnot grant ſome things, and 
— "Ag - moſt material, will make but poor 
Fler hier | beauty, and ſon be thrown! ypon'the common. 


AT RWI. What ſhall 1 dotoſhew bor much I love her?” 


ni 10 7 
J. 1 are like ihe fas r . in its Iyftre, 
„ Which iu tbe garden enameli the ground ! 

| 2 ö 4 if the bees in play flutter and clufter, 


bo thigh butterflies, rolick around. 

But greg glue d, tur mo longer alluring, 

wi 2 'arden, tis font, (as yet ſaveet) ) 

- There fades, jand 2 grows poſt all enduring, 

IM 12 Kois, nRinks,. qui dias, aud as trad under feet, 2 

-# Vou know, Pally, JI am not againſt your to 
Et fling with — in the way of — — 
t out- i Jeeret,' or ſo. But if I find out that -you have 
2+ the fool and are married, you jade you, I' cut 

Nan throat; . „ know 3 my ng 20 


: 364 gr! 4.9 40h 


1 it \ J ! 
1 e, MI EACHUM, _, [ 
'f 22g IR IMI. oY is a fine town,” 


"yy 2 Reachund, [I a very Airs Paffion. 1 


__ { nar heeds what 4 ave. Baue ret ay 
Wonder 2555 man alive auill ever rear a daughter ! 


For hie mist baue, both . 2 gun, and hoops to fuel! 
þ 2 

5 I ſear 7 232 Lg. " pd ee and lace ; ; "and he wil] 
IF ty $4 6 Wh. are and oft, all tempting, Hur 


ebe & cneumbe wh, Aug. herſelf away. 7 
v5 — e! you huſſy ! you inconſiderate jade had 


er it would nay. have vex'd me, for that 
might 


8 * 
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might have been your mi fortune; but ich do ſathl a mad 
thing by choice ! . The wench is married, huband. 1%; 
ach, Married! the captain is a bold mal, and will 
riſque any thing for money; to be ſure he belies her a 
fortune. Do you think your mother and Iuſhould have 
liv'd ſo coiaſortably ſo long-together, if ever we” had been 
married, Baggage? * 80 
Mrs. Peut h. I knew ſhe was always a; proud ſhut ; and 
now the wench has play d the fool and. martied, becauſe 
forſooth ſhe would do like the gentry. Can yo — 
the expence of à huſband, hofty, in gaming, drinking, 
and whoring ? have you money enougk to curry on the 
daily quhrrels of man and wife, about who fall ſquander 
moſt.? There ate not many huafbands ant wit es who can 
bear the charges of plaguing one another in a handſome | 
way, If you'muſt be married, could you introdute no- "1 
boch into our — i A _— man? Why, thou 
fooliſh jade, thou wilt be as il ur d. and as much neg- 
lefted, as if hoh hadſt married a lord /; 
Peach. Let not your anget, my dear; "break Wirbogh 
the rules of deceney, for the captain looks upon himſelf 
in the military capacity, as a gentleman by his profeſſion; 
"Beſides what he hath already, I know he is in a fair way 
of getting, or of dying: and both 'theſe ways, let me 
tell you, are moſt excellent chances for a wife, Tell me, 
dull are you ruin'd, or no ? 005 OY 
Men Reach. With Polly's fortune, hy, 5 yery well 
have gone off to a perſon of diſtinction. Yes, that you 
might, you pouting flat! 
each, What, is the wench dumb? Speak, or II 
make you plead by ſqueezing out an anſwer from you. 
Are you really bound wife to him, or are you only upon 
„„ THY. [inches her. | 
Polly. Oh!?! EM 9 571 Screaming. _ 
Mrs. Peach. How the mother is to be pit who hath 
handſome daughters ! Locks, bolts, bars, and lectutes of j 
_ morality are nothing to them: they break through them | 
all. They have as much pleaſure in cheating a father and 
mother, as in cheating at cards. an 


Peach, Why Path, | tall. foon know if you ave mar- 4 
ried, by Ma 's Keeping from our houſe, 
17 47: re b \hlige? ® AR 


. 


S (FH 


gang} e 
== ee glaſs of — — inſtant. 
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rfl Rt YH 1 © Grim king of the ghoſts, oe” 6 
poly- cu db. be . 
ie bin A dur mothers obry vn 
My heart were at frozen ar ire, 
2169 hir flare "eould have melted 
142d enbe lid me, fo elgſely he pre, 
Taba ſo faveet, that I muſt have RES . 
%:: and FEE 
3. VEUS n 1 


or ey r — — Ws 
ras And, . may hang his father and mother- 
5 5 ** to get into their daughter s fortune./ 
0 at „ him, (as tis the faſhion) coolly 
ibera 


y for honour or money. But I love him. 
71. Pech — him! worſe and worſe l I dh 
13 beep beter bred, O odband, huſband ! 
ma 2 me 7 1. my had Gvime/! Jos dilteacted'! 1 


92 . 


Gre her — — glaſs, ſir; my mama atinks 
d beg dur is ah poder, Thie, 1 9 


3 on 611. 418 10 n 0 Dam ee 
2 222 The air! eus Fan ja we readineſs, and fo 
ch concern, taz ee in a to 
Forgine hers hn m 340 01854104 e ee e 
"AIR 28 O my, where haſt thou been,” 
Polly you might have toy'd and hiſ#d, . _ 


Poll and 
bender ly, ihis is the only combo you 
* 
5 


va pt = Afr 1 „ 


d me, 4. 7 6 


| And d mes, 1p large 
oth | af Sf Eh dir 1 


wy. 

"Mr. Peach. Not with a highwayman—you 1 llut! 
Peach. A word with you, wife. Tis no new thing 
or a wench to take a man without confent of parents, — 

au know tis the frailty of women, my dear. 
Mrs, 
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- Mrs, Peach. Ves, indeed, the ſex is frail. But the firſt 
time a woman is frail, ſhe ſhould be ſomewhat nice me- 
thinks, for then or never is the time to make her fortune. 
After that, ſhe hath nothing to do but to guard herſelf 
from being found out, and the may do-what ſhe pleaſes. 

Peach. Make yourſelf a little eaſy; I have a thought 
ſhall ſoon ſet all matters again to rights. Why fo melar- 
choly Pullz ? ſince what is done cannot be undone, we 
muſt all e our to make the belt of it. 

Mer. Peach, Well, Polly; as far as one woman can for- 
give another, I forgive theere—Your father is 900 fond of 
you; hutly, a 

Polly. Then all my 3 $ are at an end⸗ 078 


Mrs. Pencb. A- mighty likely, Spesch, Jin-troth;"for a 


wench who is juſt married ! 
AIR X.. * Thorns, Tcannot, &. 
Polly. f like a ip It forms was loft ; pg © 
Ter afraid ts put into. land 5 
Fir jcis'd in the bart the weſer's byt, 
I hac treaſure is contraband. * 
J be avaves are laid, 
- My dug i paid, 
0 x beyond cap ,,ẽj“ * 
7 Hine, Jafe aborr, 
Ia n1 more, n 3 


My all is in. my halfen. 

Peach. I heur cuſtomers in t other room; go, talk 
with em, Polly; but come to us again, as ſoon as/ they 
are gone — But, hark ye, child, if tis the gentle mam who 
was here yeſterday about the repeating watch, ſay, you 
believe we can't get intelligence of it till to- mortaw.— 
For E lent it to 2 Straddle, to make a figure with to- 
night, at a tavern in Ora -Lauc. If Cother gentlem m 
calls for his ſilver: hilted- ſword, you k no Berthe-browo 4 
emmy hath it on, and he doth not come from Juni 
till 7 we/day night; fo that it cannot be had till then. — 


[Exit Polly. ]—Dear wife; be a little pacified. Don't tet 


your paſſion run away with your fentes. ode, 1 grant 

youu, hath done a raſh thing. 121 1 
Mrs. Peach, If (he had had only an intripne wh the 
feliow, why the very beſt families have excuted and hud- 
B 3 died 
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dled up à frailty of that ſort. Tis marriage, huſband, 


_ (Peach, But money, wiſe, is the true fuller's-earth for 
reputations, there is not a ſpot or ſtain but what it can 
take out. A, tich rogue now-a-days, is fit company for 
any gentleman ;; and the world, my dear, hath not ſuch 
a contempt for roguery as you imagine. I tell you, wife, 
I can make this match turn to advantage. | 

Mrs. Peach. I am. very ſenſible, hoſband, that captain 


Machgath is worth money, but I am in doubt, whether 


hath not two or thret᷑ wives already, and then, if he 
ould die in a ſeſſion or two, Pally's dower would come 
into diſp ute... wol 


= Proch, That, indeed, is a point which ought to be 


conſider'd. F 
AIR XI. A folldier and a failor.“ 
A fox. Aral hens, a ; 
3 vom? health and . Jo», - 
Yater daughter rob your cheſt, fir, 
Tour wife may fleal your reft, fir, 
A thief yapr goods and plate. 
Bat this is all but picking, 
With rau, pence, che, and chicken ; 
It ever was decreed, fir, 
If lanuyer's hand is feed, fir, 
Hie fleals your nwhile oftate. 
The lawyers: ate bitter enemies to thoſe in our way, 
7] hey don't care that any body ſhould get a clandeſtine 
Lyelihood but themfelves. 1 | 
8 8 Euter Polly. 1 

Polly. "Twas only: Nimming Ned, He brought in a 
damaſk window-curtain, a hoop-petticoat, a pair of filver 
candlefticks, a perriwig, and one filk ſtocking, from the 
tice that happen d laſt night. 

Peach. There is not a fellow that is cleverer in his 
way, and ſaves more out of the fire than Ned. But 
now, Polly, to your affair; for matters mut not be left as 
they are, You are married then, it ſeems ? 

i Poly, Yes, ſir. 3 12 HP 

Peach, And how do you propoſe to hve, child? 7 
rr | olly, 


* 
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Polly. Like other women, - fir, upon the induſtry of my 
huſband. _— Is PUR. 

Mrs. Peach. What, is the wench tarn'd fool. A high- 
wayman's wife, like a ſoldier's, hath as little of his pay as 
his company. ? 

Peach, And had not you the common views of a gen- 
tlewoman in your marriage, Polly ? 

Polly. ] don't know what you mean; fir. 

Peach. Of a jointure, and of being a widow. 

Pally. But I love him, fir: how then could I have 

thoughts of parting with him ? \ 

Peach. Parting with him! Why, that is the whole 
ſcheme and intention of all marriage-articles. Ihe com- 
fortable eſtate of widowhood is the only hopes that keeps 
up a wife's ſpirits. Where is the woman who would 
ſcruple to be a wife, if ſhe had it in her power to be a 
widow whenever ſhe pleas'd ? If you have any views 
of this ſprt, Ply, I ſhall think the match not fo very 
unreaſonable. | aft” : 

Helly. How I dread to hear your advice! Yet I maſt 
beg you to explain yourſelf. | 

Pack, Secure what he hath got, have him peach'd the 
next ſeſſions, and then at once you are made a rich widow. 

Polly. What, murder the man I love! The blood runs 
cold at my heart with the very thought of it. 

Peach. Fye, Polly what hath murder to do in the 
affair? Since the thing ſooner or later moſt happen, I 
dare ſay, the captain bimſelf would like that we ſhould 

t the reward for his death ſooner than a ſtranger. Why, 
Polly, the captain knows, that as tis his employment to 
rob, ſo tis our's to take robbers ; every man in his bufi- 
| neſs. So that there is no malice in the caſe. 

Mrs. Peach. Ay, huſband, now you have nick'd the 
matter. To have him peach'd is the only thing could ever 


make me forgive her. 
AIR XII. Now ponder well, ye parents dear.“ 
Polly, Oh, ponder auell! be not ſevere ; 


To ſave a wretched wife ; 


Fer on the rape that hangs my dear, 
. Depends pror Polly's life. 


a M., 
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Mir. Peach. But your duty to your patedts, huſſy, 
ä age you to hang him. What would many a wife give 
be ch an opportunity; ! 
Pally. What is a jointure, what is widowhood to me ? 
13 my heart. I cannot ſurvive him. 


AIR XII. *Ie printemps rapelle aux armes. 
The turtle thus with plaintive crying, | 
. + Her lover dying, 
T he turtle thus. with Plaintive ching. 
Laments her de. 


Dawn Ie drops quila ſpent a „ 2 X 
Pair d in death, as jaifd in ltr. 
Thus, fir, it will happen to your poor Polly. 
Mee. Peach. What, is the fool fo leve-in in earneſt then? 
I hate thee tor being particular: Why, wench, thou art 
2 * — 
Holly. But hear me, motber.—If ever you low 
Mrs. Peach. Thoſe curſed play-books ſhe reads have 
been ber ruin. One word more, hufly, and I ſhall knock 
your brains out, if you have any. 
Peach. Keep out of the way, Holly, for * of miſchief, 
and confider of what is pr to you, 
Ars. Peach. Away, huſſy, hang your huſband, and be 
dutiful. | Polly — . | The thing, huſband, mult 
and fhall be done. Tol che fake of intelligence we mult 
take other meaſures, and have him peach'd the next ſeſſions 
without her conſent. If ſhe ill not know het duty, we 
know ours. | 
1 Peach, But really, m dear, it grieves one's heart to 
take off a great man. When I conſider his perſonal bra- 
very, his tine ſtratagem, how much we have already got 
by! him, and and how'much more we may get; methinks [ 
tan t find in my heart to have a hand in his death, * wiſh 
you could have TG Pally undertake it. 
Mrs, 4 Peach, But! in caſe of ngce ſſity Hour own fives are 
in dan 
Peach. Then, 1! we muſt comply with the cuſ- 
toms of the world, and make — give way to in- 
tereſt.— He ſhall de taken off. 
Mrs. Peach, I'll undertake to manage Polly. 
Peach. And I'll prepare matters tor the Old Bail-y. 
[ Exeant Peachum and Mrs, Peachum. 


L 
{ 
] 
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Polly. Now I am a wretch, indeed--— Methinks I fee 
him already in the cart, ſweeter and more lovely than the 
noſegay in his hand! I hear the crowd extolling his reſo- 
Jution and intrepidity !—What vollies of ſighs are ſent 
from the windows of /{:{barn, that ſo comely a youth 
Mould be brought to diſgrace !——l ſee him at the tree 
the whole circle are in tears! even butchers weep ! 
Tack Krich himſelf hefitates to perform his duty, and 
would be glad to loſe his fee by a reprieve, What then 
will become of Pally -s yet, I may inform him of 
their deſign, and aid him iu his efcape,—lt ſhall be ſo— 
But as bo flies, abſents himſcif, and I bar myſelf from 
his dear, dear converſation! that too will diſttact tae. — 
If he keeps out of the way, ay papa and mama may in 
time relent, and we may be happy.—If. be ſtays, he is 
hang'd, and then he is laſt for ever !—-He intended to he 
conceal'd in my room till the duſk of the evening: If 
they are abroad I'll this inſtant let him out, Jett fook 4 - 
cident ſhould prevent hi | ib; 12 5:8 
[ Exit, and returns with Nacheathr, 

AIR XIV. * Pretty Parrot, ſay, &c.“ 
Mach, Pretty Polly, | 5 
When 1 4 — 


Was away, 
Did your fancy never ftray 
To fame newer lover??? 
Polly, | © ) ibo diſeniſe, 
71 411 1 Henving ur, t ö wy 248 
oating eyes, 3 * 
| | conſtant heart diſcver. 
Mach, Fondly let me Ioll ! © 
O pretty, 22 Poll. 
Polly. And are you as fond as ever, my dear? 
Mach. Suſpect my honuor, my e , ſuſpet any 
— but my love.— May my pilot miſs fire, and my mare 
flip her ſhoulder when I am purſu'd, if T ever forſake thee! 
Polly. Nay, my dear, I have no reaſon to doubt you, 
for I find in the romance you lent me, none of the great 


heroes were ever falfe in love. 
AIR XV. Pray, fair one, be kind.“ 
Mach. . My heart ara ſo free, \ \ 


d lien bee, 0 


1 1 Tall 
* * 1 * * 
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e wy pin requited es 
1:3 i ++ i. iet each fixuer, 171 1 Nu: £45177 
3 tidy 1 Lia I cbeng d ev'ry heur, bor 
* „ . 2194 9 Bur bert ev ru ,ẽ,ñ p united . 
=o _ ' Polly. Were ou ſentented to tranſportation, ſute, my 
| | P dear, you could not leave me behind yoh—eculd you'?” 
_ 


Mach. Is there any power, any forte that could, tear 
1 my from thee'? You 12 ſbbner tear apron out, of the 
= hands of a courtier, A from 4 lawyer, a pretty woman 
$4 from'a wok! l ken or any woman F — — 


| but to tear th from méi is inppollible a e 2 
1 016-1 73:31 f 
„ 3 1 R XVI. Over the bills and far may.” | 

| | Men I laid on Greenland's c 

ſ | Aud int my arms embrac 2 laſt, an 7 8 ah 
. | vi e amidf ee * 

5 1 * 5 a? If year's . 

1 Polly, Ver I hold om Indian /orl, 1 1 5 

| x Soon as the burning day wat kl, 13 | 
| rod: r bed 

15 s bre repos d. 

. Mach. A fe I ab calf lov wha Hy the day, 35 


Polly. Every night would = 0 Ms, 
Mach. If with me go 
Polly. Over the 2 U far e 


| Polly. Yes, I would go with, thee . 0 oh! ho fhall 


| i} | I ſpeak it? I muſt be to en from thee: We muſt part. 
n Mach. How ! _ E =>. 
2% | | Polly, We mult, we. muſt. My papa 3 and mama are 


ſet ak thy life. They now, even now are in. ſearch 
| | after thee.. They are preparing evidence _ thee,— 
| | T Thy life depends upon a moment. 

| 

( 

| 

! 


"ATR" XVIT:! gin ton wort mine ane thing,” 


1 3 Oaulat, is f it fun! 
FIR 1 Can, I leawe thee, ran f lebe thee ? 
1 0 A5 init is to par- ! 
6 "Can olty ever leave thee? 
| £238 But beſt death my laue ould thwart, 
1 9 "And ring” thee tu the fatal cart, 
i ? Thus I tear thee from m Bleeding heart 
| I hence and let metlene thee, 
* One kiſs, and then — one kiſs - begone - farewel. 


* . 
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Mach My hand, my heart, my dear, is ſo rivetied to 
thine, that I cannot unlooſe my eld. 

Holly. But my papa may intercept thee,” and then 1 
tould lac the very glnamering of; A few weeks, 
perhaps, may reconcile us all, Shall thy Pally hear * 
thee? 

* Myſt 1 then go? 

Polly. And will not abſcace change e e 
Mach. If you doubt it, let me ſtay —and be hang'd. 
Polly. Othow | fear, how I ttemble!—Go- but when 

ſafety will give you leave, you will be ſure to ſce me, 
again; for. till tet Pally is wretched; . 


A 1 R XVII. « Othe broom, &c.' 


7 Toking bak" at egch h other with findneft ; ; he at 
N one door, ſbe at the ather, 


* 


Mach. | The #nifer thus a billing ce, 

9 © * Which he's ab to pay, by ©? 
* refigns 40 de groe, „ ee 

fears. tis gone for ay... | 
Polly. The 3 dt Sneaks baue. 0 
1 2 be bird.in filence eyes ; | "4 _—_ 


Bur ſoon d, out of ſight lis gone, R 
" Whines, pen, fv and cries. 1; 


$025: 10M 3 22 81:21:11 a I Das ,* 
* 


1. 1 FS a ©} 1 4 = 
— 7 — —— — — 
T ——_— 
45 ity HIS CU 0." SITS ” MR 
A 1.2 II. 
. l — 
AKA 


SC E N. E, 4 Taten near Newgate. 


Jemmy Twitcher, Crook- -inger'd Jack, Wat. Dreary, 


Robin of ſhot, Nimming Ned, Harry Paddington, 
Mat o' the Mint, Ben —— and the —— of the gang, 
at a table, with wing, aud, ond tobacco. 


B N. 


UT pra thee, Mat, \ what is 1 0 thy brother 


Til ha fro 
duch. i: ke, nat ws Fen * 1 my NR m 


1 1 . 1 * 1 14 » 5 4 — * 91 - 
ATA ? * * Mar. 


* 
1 
r 
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- Matt, ' Poor brother Tom had an accident this time 
twelvemonth; and ſo clever a made fellow he was, that 
F cold lot ſave him nem choſe fleaing raſcals the ſur- 
$row” and now, poor man, he is among the —— 


urge So it Gans, his time was come, 


Jem. But the preſent time is ours and 456 alive 
hath more. Why are the laws levell'd at us? Are we 
more diſhon than the reſt of mankind? What we win, 
then, is our own by*the law an, _ the right 


| Where ſhall we find ſuch AR foe 'of practical 
philoſophers, who to a man are above the fear of death ? 

Wat. Sound men, and'twe! + 

. Rab. Of try d courage, and indefatigable indy 

Ned. Who is there here that — + not 
friend? f 

Harry. Show me a gang of conrtiers that can ſay as much. 

Ben, We are for a juſt partition of the world, for every 
man hath a right oy .. 

Matt. We retrench the ſuperfloities of unkind. The 
world is-&varitious; and I hate avarice. A covetous fel. 
low, like a jackdaw, fieals-what\\he was never made to 
enjoy, for the ſake of hiding it. Theſe are the cobbers 
of mankind; for money Was made. for the freehearted and 
generous, and where js the injury of e from another, 
what he hath not the heart to make uſe f: 

Jen. Our ſeveral ſtations for the day are Hd. Good 
luck attend us all. Fill the glaſſes, 


AIR XIX. Fill ey "ry glaſs. 
Matt, mo "Bill ev ev*ry glaſs, fir none Inſpiret us, us, N 
Aud fi . 


«4263 „ p . 0 | 
002497 11" WW att @ my ud bfe WY * 2 
r en 5 wo 

Chorus. Vll 


To them enter Macuzarn. _ | 


' Mach, Gen men, well y heart 4 
with a} 2 but an u e Rs P 


tain'd me, No ceremony, I beg of you. 


8 1 


high time for us to repair * ſevetal duties; ſo till 
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Matt. We were juſt breaking up to go upon duty, 
Am I to have the honour of taking the air with you, fir, 
this evening upon the Hearth? I drink a dram now and 
then with the ſtage-coachmen, in the way of friendſhip 
and intelligence; and I know that about this time there 
will. be paiſengers upon the weſtern road, who are worth 
ſpeaking with, FS. 

Mach. T-was to have been of that party—but——., 

Matt. But what, fir! : 

Mach, Is there any man who ſu ſpects my courage? 

Malt. We have been witneſles of it, 

Mach, My honour and truth to the gang ? 

Matt, I'll be anſwerable for it, 

Mach. In the diviſion of our boaty, have I ever ſhown 
the leaſt marks of avarice and injuſtice ? 

Mali. By theſe queſtions ſomething ſeems to bave ruf- 
ed you. Are any of us ſuſpected ? 

Mach. IJ have a fixed confidence, gentlemen, in you 
all, as men of henour, and as ſuch I value and reſpect 


vou. Peachum is à man that is uſeful to us. 


Matt, 1s he about to ſnew us any foul play ? I'Il ſhoot 
him throngh the head. THE 5 

Macb. 4 beg you, gentlemen, a& wich conduct and 
diſcretion. A piſtol is your-lait-refource. 

Matt, He knows nothing of this meeting. 

Mach. Buſineſs cannot go on without him. — He is-a 
man that knows the world, and is a neceſſary agent to us. 
We haye had a flight difference, and till it is accommo- 


dated, I ſhall be obliged to keep out of his way. Any 


private diſpute of mine ſhall be of no ill conſequence to 
my friends. You muſt continue to act under his direc- 


tion; for the moment we break looſe from him, our gang 
is ruined. 


% 


Matt. As a bawd' to a whore, I grant you, be is to us 


of goon convenience. 
4 


lach. Make him believe I have quitted the gang, 
which I can never do but with life. At our private quar- 


ters I'll continue to meet you. A week or :ſo will pro- 


bably reconcile us. 
x Sy Your in{tructions ſhall be obſerved, is now 


the 
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* che evening, at our quarters in Moſelur, we bid you 
farewell. | ' 

Mach, 1' ſhall wich myſelf with you. Succeſs attend 

Jou. . [| Sits down melancholy at the tnble. 


AIR XX. March in Rinaldo, with drums and trutnpets.“ 
Matt. Let us take the road. | 
Hark! I hear the ſound of coachet “ 
T he Hour of attak approathes, | 
To your arms, brave buys, and load. 
% See the ball I hold ! | 
3 | Let the chemiſts toil like nffes, 10 5 
112 , Our fire their fire ſurpaſſes, 
f And turns all tir lend to gold. 
TThe gang ranged in the font of the flage, and had their 
Pufflolt, and flick them wider their girdles; then go off 
finging the firſt part in thorus, 

Mach. What a fool is a fond wench ! . Polly is moſt 
confoundedly bit.— I love the ſex : and a man who loves 
money, might as well be-contented with one guinea, as 
A. with one woman. The town perhaps hath been as much 
obliged to me for recruiting it with frec-hearted ladies, 

39 as to any recruiting officer. in the army, If it were not 
l 2 | for us and the other gentlemen of the ſword, Drery-Lane 
1 ould be 8 | 


IIR XXI. Would you have a young virgin, &c.? 
: If the heart of a man i depot with cares, 
| = . - The mit is 'difgell'd cuben a awaman appears; 
| Like the notes of & fiddle, foe faveetly, auccily 
"; Raiſes the ſpirits and charms the ears, | 

' ; Roſes and lilics her cheeks dijctsſe, 
ht But her ripe lips are more ſaveet than theſes 
it; 4 Preſs 

| Careſs her, 

f bist, * 
er Lisas ; 1 
Diſlve us in pleaſure, aud ift he. 

I muſt have women. here is nothing unbends the ming 
like them, Money is agt ſo ſtrong a cordial for the time 
. 5 * @ 1 Drawer / 


. 
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w— Drawer! —\ kater Drawer J is the Porter gone 
for all the ladies, according to my directions? 

Draxver, I expect 2 every minute. Bat you 
know, fir, you ſent him as fat as Ile inue-Ilole, to? 
three of the ladies; for one in Viucgar- herd, and for the 
reſt of them ſomewhere about Late ver- Luc. Sure fome 
of them are below, for IJ hear the bat bell. As they com: 
in I will ſhew them up. Coming, coming. 


Enter Mrs. Coaxer, Dolly Trull, Mrs. Vixen, Betty 
Doxy, Jenny Diver, Mrs, Slammerkin, Sub y Las 
dry, aud Molly Brazen. 


Mach. Dear Mrs. Caaxer, you are welcome: you 
look charmingly to-day, I hope you don't want the re- 
pairs of quality, and lay on paint. Dolly 1 rill ! kits 
me; you flut ; are you as amorous as ever, hutlty? You 
are always ſo taken up with ſtealing hearts, that you 
don't allow yourſelt time to ſteal any thing elſc.— ub, 
Dally, thou wilt ever be a coquette ! Mrs. Vixen, 
I'm yours, I always lov'd a woman of wit and fpirit ; 
they make charming miſtreſſes, but plaguey wives. 
Betty Daxy ! come hither, huſſy: do you drink as hard 
as ever? you had better ſtick to good wholeſome beer; 
for in troth, Beg, ſtrong waters will in time ruin your 
conſtitution: you ſhould Teave them to your betters.— 
What! and my preity Ferry Diver too! as prim and 
deimure as ever! There is no prude, though eyer ſo 
high bred, hath a more ſanctify'd look, with a more 


miſchievous heart; ah! thou art a dear artful hypocrite 


Mrs. Siammerkin ! as careleſs and genteel as ever 
all you fine ladies, who know your beauty, affect 
undreſs. ——But ſee, here's Sukey Tawdry come to con- 


tradict what 1 was ſaying : every thing ſhe gets one way, 


ſhe. fays out upon her back. Why, Sy, you matt 
keep at leaſt a r | Molly Brazen [Ne 
es him. |—That's well done. I love a freephearted 
wench ; thou halt the moſt agreeable aiſurance, girl, ang 
art as willing as a turtle.— But hark! I hear muſic. 
Ihe Harper is at the door. f muſic be the foad of love, 


4/9 ex, Ere you ſeat vourſelves, ladies, what think 
5 ASS C2 you- 


_ 


WJ 


viſits among the mercers. . 
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yoa-of a dance? Come in Enter Harper. — Play tie 
French tune, that · Mrs. Slammerkin-was ſo fond of. 


[4 dance a la Ronde in the French maner ;. neat the 
"end of it it this ſong and chorut. | 


AIR XXII. Cotillon;. 
Youth's the ſeaſon made fur. jayt, 
Lowe ts then our duty; | 
She alone wha that empl 5c, 
Mell diſerves her beauty. 
Let's be gay 
. | Beanty's a flower deſþis'd in decay. 
Chorus. 7 Yauth's the 8 Oe. 1 
1 Let us drink and ſport to- day, 
Our i is not: to-morrow, 
Lowe with youth flies ſavift away, 
Age is nought but ſorrow, N 
Dance and ſing, 
N Tine t on ene 
Ie never knows the return of ſpring, 
Chorus. 0 Let us drink, Oc. Y {privy 


Mach. Now, pray, ladies, take your places. Here, 
fellow, —[ Pays the Harper. — Bid the drawer bring us 
more wine.—-[ Exit Harper. ] If any of the ladies chuſe 
gin, I hope they will be ſo free to call for it. 

Jenny. You ſook as if you meant me. Wine is (trong 
enough for me. Indeed, fir, I never drink ſtrong waters, 
but when I have the cholic. 

Mach. Joſt the excuſe of the fine ladies!“ Why, a 
lady of quality. is never without the cholic.— I hope, 
Mrs. Czaxer, you have kid good ſacceſs of late. in your 


Ceax, We have ſo many interlopers— Vet with 


induſtry, one may ſtill have a little. picking. I carried 
a (ilver-flowered luſtring and a piece of black padeſoy to 
p Mr. Peachum's lock lait week. 

Vir. There's Molly Brazen, hath. the ogle of a rattle- 
fake, ' She; ri'etted a linen-graper's eyes 1s faſt __ 


W 
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her, that he was nick'd of -tlitee' pieces of cambrick be- 
fore he could look off. 

Bras. O dear madam !—Put ſure nothing can come up 
to your handling of laces! Ihen you have ſuch a ſweez 
deJuding tongue! To cheat a-man is nothing; but the 
woinan mult have fine parts indeed, who cheats a woman 

Fix. Lace, madam, lies in a ſmall compaſs, and is ot 

ently conveyance, But you are apt, madam, to think 100 

well of your friends. ä 

Coax, If any woman bath more art chan ours, to 
be ſure tis Jeunr Diver. I hough her fellow be never ſo 
agreeable, ſhe can pick his pocket as coolly, as if money 
were her only pleaſure, Now that is a command of wc 
pations uncommon in 4 woman. 

Jenny. L never go to the tavern with a Man, but io the 
view of buſineſs. 1 have other hours, and oehive fo-t-ot 
men for my pleaſure, But had I your addreſs, madam— 

Mach. Have done with your” compliments, ladies, 
and drink about. You ate not o ford of me, Fern, 43 
you uſed to be. 

Jenny, "Tis not convenient, fir, to thew wy ſondne ſs 
before ſo many rivals, lis your own choice, and not 
the warmth of my inchnation, chat will determia y ous 


AIR XXIII. «“ All in a misty morniag. k 


N 4 fur 4 e bay des Cru 12 6.1 
, The cack by heps attondeds 3 10. 
75 ces hs him thug up, 2 
Slonds for. a e oe; e. | 
"PKew a ane he [ing les } from the COW '» 
a K's ih: "ors the abb hr hs 1 
. a, ery 45 T7 ays, and b go 340 da, 
And hah 45 4 2 44. 


4 


55 Marks Ah, r ao art a det Hut. 


7 ll, Pray, madam, lwete vob cer cecping? 
T aa@vd. 1 hope, madam, [ han't been o lung upon the 
: town, hut I have met- with: fone: god fertune as weil aw 
my n neiohbours. 
Tes 4. Pardon me; madam, f meant no han i; he 
queition; {twas-only' inthe: way of converſations 


* C : Ui 7. 10. 
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| Jud. Indeed, madam, if I had not been a fool, I! 
might have lived very handſomely. with my laſt friend, 
But _ his miſſing five guineas, he turned me off. 
Now I never ſulpected he had counted them. 

Slam. Who do you loo uppn, madam, as your beſt 
ſort of keeper? 

Trull. That; madam, is thereafter as they be, 

Slam, I, madam, was once kept by a Jew ; and bating 
their religion, to women they are a good ſort of people. 

Tawd.. Now fer my: part, .F own I like an old fellow; 
for we always make them pay for what they can't do. 

Vix A- ſpruce prentice, let me tell you, ladies, is no 
111 thing, they bleed. freely. T have, ſent at leaſt two or 
three dozen of them, in my time, to the plantations. 

Jenny. But to be ſure, fir, with ſo much good fortune 
23:y 04+ have had uponthe. road, you mult be grown im- 
menſely-rich... 

Mach: The road, indeed, hath done me juſtice, but the 
gaming-table hath been my ruin. 


AlR IV.. When once I lay. with another man's 
| wife, &c.“ 
Jnnyr The eee, and lawyers are juglers alike; 
If thiy-meddie, your all is in dangers 
ite g/ 40 27 once they can finger a ſouſe, 
4150 - pick, and they pilfer your houſe, 
gu are Jour ctnterto a fifangere 
A*tanr-of courage ſhould never put any thing. to the riſque: 
but his life. Theſe are the tools of a man of honour... 
Gards and dice are ouly;fitfor covendly cheats, who prey 
upon-their friends. 
[ She takes up bit piflols, Tawadty takes up the other. 
T aavde. This; ſir, is fitter for your hand. Beſides your. 
lis of moneyy.'tiv'a-loſs to the ladies. Gaming takes 
2 — How fond WW I ms wad | 
before company tis ib bred... 
Mach; Wanton huſhes ! : 
Jenny. I muſt. and. with bare 0 give my wine a 


T 
[hook Ling round the nect, and make fi: ns to 
Teachum andConitables, av/o 11/4 in upon him, 


Enter + 


% 
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Enter ts them Peachum and Conltables. 


Peach. I ſeize you, fir, as my priſoner. 

Mach. Was this well done, Ferny *—— Women dre 
decoy ducks; who can-truſt.them} Beaks, jades, jilts, 
harpies, furies, .whbres ! | 

Peach. Your caſe, Mr. Macheath, is not particular. 
The greateit heroes have been ruined by women, But, ta 


do them juſtice, I muſt own they are a pretty ſort art. 


creatures, if we. could truſt them. You mult now, ſir, 
take your leave of the ladies, ed if they have a mind to 


make you a viſit; they will be ſare-to find you at home. 


The gentleman, ladies, lodges in Maugale. Conſtables, 
wait upon the captain to his lodgings. 
AIR XXV. When firit I laid ſiege to my Chris.“ 
Mach. A! the tree Tibball ſuffer with plenfure, 
At the tree I. hall ſuffer wwith pleaſure, 
Lit me go <where I will,, 
in all linds & ill, 
I fall fied no ſuch furies as theſe are. 
Peach. Ladies, I'll take care the reckoning ſhall be d. 
charg'd. [ Exit Macheath, guarded 1th Peachum 
and Conſtables ; ihe women remain. 
Vix. Took ye, Mrs. Janny, though Mr. Peachum may 
have made a private bargain with you and Sukey Tawdry, 
for betraying the captain, as we were all aliſting,, we 


ought to go ſhare alike, | 
+ Coax... 1 think Mr. Peachum, after ſo long an acquaint-- 


ance, might have truſted me as well as Jenny Diver. 
Slam. I am ſure at leaſt three men of his hanging, and- 


in a year's time too, (if he did me juſtice) ſhould be ſet 


down to my account. 
Trull. Mrs. Slammerkir, that is not fair; for you know 


one of them was taken in bed with me. 


umi As far as a bowl of punch, or a treat, I believes 
Mrs. Sukey will join with me. As for any thing elſe, 
ladies; you cannot in conſcience expect it. 
Slam. Dear madam a 
Tull, J would not forthe rd 
Slam, *Tis-impoſſible for me 
Tull. As I hope to be ſaved, madam 


Slam. 
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Sam. [Then I muſt ſtay here all — 


B's 7 _ Since you ne me — 1 
7 | Ent aui "en n 
* SEEN E, Newgate: 

- Lockit, 'V'urnkeys, Macheath, au Conſtables. 


Lock. Noble captain. you are welcome. Von haye 
not been a ſodger of mise this year and half. You know 
the cuſtom, - ſir; garniſh, captain, garniſh. Hand me 

do on thoſe fetters tire. 
a Mach. Thoſe, Mr: Locket, term to be the heavieſt of 
| the whole ſet. With your leave, I ſhould: like the fur- 
ther pair better. 

Lick; Look ye, captain; we know what. is fitteſt for - 
our prifoners, When "gentleman uſes me with civility, 
I always do the beſt I can to pleaſe him. — land them 
down, I ſay——We have them of all prices, from one 


| ' guinea to ten, and tis fitting every gentleman thould pleaſe 
| himſelf, 


Mach, 1 underſtand you, fir, [Gives Money. — I'he 
fees here are ſo many and ſo exorbitant, that few fortunes 
can bear the expence-of getting of handſomely, or dying 
| like a gentleman. 
| - Lock. Thoſe, I ſee, will ſit the captain better. 
Take down the farther pait.— Do but examine them, fir, 
Never was better work. —Tlow genteelly they are 

made !—— They will ſit as eaſy as, 4 glove, and the 
niceſt man in Bvalant might not be Afflamed to wehr 
them. He puls on the Ehains. II T had the beſt gentle- 
mam in the land i in my cuffody, I cold not equip him 
more ha omely., And fo; tir —1 now leave vou to 
Jour priyaty meditations. 2 


2 1 Frelut Lock it, Tu ee, af "Conſtables. 
| AIR; XXVI, * p Countiers, courtierz 5 "think 3 it no ) hag.” 
1 * Machu Momma eſcape framinofhiaadrann't tete 
23 Nay, fome lus um] threantton's hilt; 1 
lia takes woman miuf WY are ul?” 

T hat Safira, fure wa HI.. 
| The fly that fiþs trenele is liſl in the fac Wins: 
2 -A, taſty un, au. SUR, 


| VET the that tufies wiman, ruin mots, 


— 
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To what a woeful plight have I brought my ſelf! Here 


muſt I Call day long, *till I am hang;d ) be conſined to 
tear the reproaches of a wench, who lays her'ruin at my 


door. —-I am in the cuſtody ot her father, and to be ſure, 


if he knowsof the matter, I ſhall have a fine time on't be-- 


twixt this and my execution, But I promiſed the 
wench marriage 
Does not a man in marriage itſelf promiſe a hundred things 
he never means to perform? Do all we can, women walk 


believe us ; for they look upon a promife as an excuſe tor 


following their own inclinations—Bnt here comes Lacy,. 


and I cannot get from her——would I were deaf, 


Euter Lucy. 
Lucy. You baſe man, you—how can you ever look me 
in the face, after what hath paſt between us ?—Sec here, 
perſidious wretch, how I am forc'd to bear about the load 


of infamy you have laid upon me O Macheath ! theu 
haſt robb d me of my quiet to {ee thee tortu /d would 


give me pleaſure. 


AIR XXVII. A lovely laſo to à friar came. 
Thus auber a god houfenvife ſcet arab 
I the trap in the morning taken, 
With pleaſure her heart goes pit-a- pat, 
In revenge for the bs of bacon... 
T hen ſhe throws him 
Ta the: dog or cat, 
Ta be worried, cr1/h'd, and ſhaken. 
Mach. Hare you. na bowels, no tenderneſs, my dear 


Lucy, to ſee a huſband in theſe circumitances? » 
Lucy. A'.huſbagd ! 


Mach. In every reſpect but the form, and that, my dear, 


may be ſawd over at any time. Friends ſhould not inſiſt 
upon ccremonies- For a- man of. honour, his word is as 
good as his bond. 


Lucy. "Tis the pleaſure of all you fine men to inſult the 


women you have ruin'd, | 
AIR XX VIII. © "Twas when the ſeas were roaring.” 
Ito cernel are the traitors | 
Who lie and ſavear iu f. % * 
To cheat unguarilid creatures 


Of virtue, fame, aud ri! Whos 


What fignifies a promiſe to a woman f' 


rr 
3 3 
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Whoever feats a ſhilling, 
Fro ſhame the guilt conceal: ; 


In lade the perjur 'd villain 
With boaſt the theft reveals. 


| Beach, The very fir opportunity, my dear, have byt pa- 
tience) you ſhall be my wife in what manner you pleafe. 

Lag. Infinuating menſter ! And fo you think 1 know 
nothing of the k 4 of Miſs Polly Peachim-——1 could 
tear thy eyes out. 


Mach. Sure, Lug, 3 ou can't be ſuch a feel as to be 


jealous of My. 
Lucy. Are you not married to her, you bruts, you ? 


Mach, Martied ! \ ery good. I he weuch gives it out 


only to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good opinion, 
Tis true I go to the Houſe, I chat with the gicl, 1 kiſs 
her, I ſay a thouſand things to her (as all gentlemen do) 
that mean nothing but to divert inyſeIf ; and now the 
filly jade hath ſer it about that I am wurtied to her, to 
let mo know what ſhe would Le at. Indeed, my dear 


Lucy, theſe violent palſions may be of: ill conſequence to 


a woman in your condition. 


Lucy. Come, come, captain, for all your aſſurance, 


you know that miſs Polly hath put it out of your power 
to do me the juſtice you promis'd me, 

Mach. A jealous woman believes every thing her paſ- 
fon ſuggeſts. To convince you of my fincerity, if we 
ean find the ordinary, I ſhall have no ſcruple of making 
you my wiſe; and I know the can,! wh having 
tout x tins. be h 6, ind 1 

Lucy, That you are only to ang ' d, and ſo get ri 
af chem both. 

Mach. 1 am ready, my dear Lucy, to give vou ſatis- 
faction if you think there is any in 9 — 
What can a man of honour de more ? | 

Luc So then it feems you are not marcied to 7 


Polly 5 
Nach. You know, | Lucy, the girl is Wen con- 
ceited. No man can ſay a civil thing to her, but (like 
other fine ladies) her yanity makes her think be s her own 
for ever and ever. 

| AIR 
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AIR XXIX. The ſun had loos'd his weary teams.” 


The fit time at the Taking-glafs 
The mithey ſet ber danghrer, 
T he image flrikes the ſmiling laſs 
ub ſelfelove ever after. 
Each time be Labs, She's finder groton, 
7 hinks every charm grown ſtronger ; 
But alas, wain maid, all qes but yaur own = 
Can fee you re not younger. 


When women conſider Weir beauties, they are all alike 
unreaſonable in their demands; for they expect their lovers 
ſhould like them as long as they like themſelves, 

Lucy. Yonder is my tather-——perhaps this way we may 


5 on the ordinary, who ſhall try if you will be as 


your word for I long to be made an honeſt 
_Enter Peaenum and Lockit, with an acorn! byk, 


A | Exeunt, 


Lick. In this laſt affair, hrother Peachum, we ave agreed. 


You have conſented to go halves in Macheath ? 
Peach, We ſhall never fall out about an execution. Put 
as to that article, pray how ſtands our laſt year's account? 
L1G, If you will run your eye over it, you'll find 'tis 


Fair and clearly ſtated. 


Perch, his long arrear of the government is, very hard 
upon us! Can it be en pected that we ſhauld hang our ac- 
1 for nothing, when our hetrecs will hardly ſave 
theirs without being paid for it? Unleſs the people in em- 
ployment pay better, 1 promiſe them for the future, I 
ſhall let other rogues live beſides their own, 

Lacl. Perhaps, brother, they are afcaid theſe matters may 
be carried too far, We are treated too by them with con- 
tempt, as if our profeſſions were not reputable, | 

Peach. In one reſpect, indeed, our employment may be 
reckoned diſhoneſt ; like great ſtateſmen, we encourage 
thoſe who hetray their friends. 

Lick, Such language, brother, any where aſe, might turn 
to your prejudice, Learn to be more guarded, I beg you. 
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AIR XXX. Ho bappy are we, &c.“ 
When you cenſure the age, 
Be cautions and ſage, 
Left the courtier offended ſhould be : 
1f you mention dice or bribe, 


- 'Tis fo pat to all the tribe, 


Each criee—T hat was levell'd-at-me, 


Peach. Here's poor Ned Clincher's. name, I ſee. Sure, 
brother Lottit, there was a little unfair proceeding in 
Ned's caſe; for he told me in the condemn'd hold, that, 
For value receiv'd, you had promiſed him a ſeſſion or two 
Jonger without moleſtation. | ; 

k, Mr. Peachum,—this is the firſt time my honour 
was ever called in queſtion, 


Peach, Bulinefs is at an end if once we act diſ- 


Sonourably, _ NP 
Lek, Wie cue me? - 4 
Peach, You are warm brother. x oh 
Lack, He that attacks my honour, attacks my 1:veli- 

hood. —And this uſage—ſir—is not to be borne. 

Peach, Since you provoke me to ſpeak—I muſt tell yur 
too, that Mrs, Ceaxer charges you with defrauding her of 
Her information money, for the apprehending of cutl- 
ꝓated IA. Indeed, indeed, brother, we mult punctually 
pay our pies or we {hall have no information, 

Lick, Is this language to me, firrah—who have ſav d 
you fronr the gallows, ſirrah! Colle ring each other. 

Peach. If I am hang'd, it ſha!l be for ridding the world 


of an arrant raſcal. 


- : Lock,” This hand ſhall do the office of the halter you de- 
Terve, and throttle you—you dog. 3 

Peach, Brother, ts —we are both in the wrong— 
we ſhall both be loſers in the diſpute— for you know we 
Have it in cur power to hang each other, You ſhould not 
be ſo paſſionate. | 56% | 
Lacl. Nor you ſo provoking. | 

Peath, Tis our mutual intereſt.; 'tis for the intereſt of 
the world we ſhould agree. Tf I ſaid any thing, brother, 
to the prejudice of your character, I aſk pardon. 

Lock. Brother Peachum—1 can forgive as well as reſent. 
Give zac your.hand, Suſpicion does not become a _ 

Peach, 
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Peach. I only meant to give you occaſion to juſtify your- 
{-1f : but I muſt Rep home, for I expect the gentleman 
about this ſnuff-box, that Filch nimm'd two nights ago 
in the Park, I appointed him at this hour. [ Exit. 


Exter Lucy. 

Lock. Whence come you, huſly ? 

Lucy. My tears might anſwer that queſtion. 

Lack, You have then been whimpering and fondling, 
like a ſpanniel, over that fellow that hath abus'd you. 

Lucy. One can't help love; one can't cure it. Tis not 
in my power to obey you, and hate him, 

Lick, Learn to bear your huſband's death like a reaſon- 
able woman. *Tis not the faſhion, now-a-days, ſo much 
as to affect ſorrow upon theſe occaſions. No woman 
would ever marry, if ſhe had not the chance of mortality 
for a releaſe. Act like a woman of ſpirit, huſſy, and 
thank your father for what he is doing. 


AIR XXXI. Of noble race was Shenkin,” 


Lucy, I then his fate decreed, fir, 
Such a man can I think of guilling ? 
Men firſt we met, ſo moves me yet, 
O fee how my heart is Jplutng 4 
Loct. Look ye, Lucz—there is no ſaving him So, 
| think, you muſt &en do like other widows—buy your- 
{clf weeds, and be chearful, 


AIR XXXII. 
You'll think, ere many days enſue, 
T his ſentence not ſevere ; 
J hang your huſband, child, "tis true, 
But with him hang your care, 
Twang dang dill dee. 
Like a good wife, go moan over your dying huſband.— 
That, child, is your duty—conſider, girl, you can't have 
the man and the money too—ſo make yourſelf as eaſy as 
you can by getting all you can from him. [ Exits 
Enter Macharn. 
Lucy. Though the ordinary was out of the way to-day, 
I hope, my dear, you will, upon the firſt opportunity, 
quiet my ſcruples—Oh fir !-—my father's hard heart is not 
to be ſoften d, and I am in the utmoſt deſpair, 
Mach, But if I could * a ſmall ſum would not 


twenty 
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twenty guineas, think you, move him ?—Of all the argu- 
ments in the way of buſineſs, the perquiſite is the molt pre- 
vailing—Your father's perquiſites for the eſcape of 22 
ers muſt amount to a conſiderable ſum in the year. Money 
well tim'd, and properly applied, will do any thing. 
: AIR XXXIII. © London ladies. 
zou at an ffice ſolicit your duc, 
2 ewould 2b. — neglected, 
Vun muſt gu cen the clerk with the perquiſite too, 

To do what, bus duty direcled. 

Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent, | 

She do has the palpable failing ; 

The perquifite foftens her into conſent, 

T hat reaſon with all is prevailing. £4 
Tu. What love or money can do, ſhall be done; for 
all my comfort depends upon your ſaſet . 

3 Euter POLLY. 

Polly. Where is my dear huſband ?—Was a rope ever 
intended for this neck !—O let me throw my arms about 
it, and throttle thee with love !-—Why doit thou turn 
away from me ?—"Tis thy Pe/ly—tis thy wife. 

Mach, Was ever ſuch an unfortunate raſcal as I am ! 

Lucy, Was there ever ſuch another villain! 

Polly. O Macheath ! Was it for this we parted ? Taken! 
Impriſon'd! 'Try'd! Hang'd—Cruel reflection! I'll tay 
with thee till death—no force ſhall tear thy dear wife 
from thee now. What means my love? Not one kind 
word! Not one kind look! Think what thy Polly ſuffers 
to ſee thee in this condition. | | 

AIR XXXIV. All in the Downs, &c.* 


Thus auen the fecallow 10 king Preys 
Within the ſaſb is cleſely pent, © 
His confort with bemoaning lay, 
ii pon: fits pining, for th” event, 
* Her chalt' ring {overs all argund her:ſi'im ; 
Me heeds them not (poor bird) her fonl's with him, 
Mach. I muſt diſown her.—[ Afde.]—The wench i 
diſtracted. | | e 
Lucy. Am then bilk'd of my virtue? Can I have no 
reparation? Sure men were born to lie, and women 
10 believe them! O villain! villain! 
E180 ; a Poli). 


ob a 7 aa 
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Pally. Am I not your wife ?—Thy neglect of me, thy 
averſion to me, too ſeverely proves it.-Look on me,— 
Tell me, am I not thy wife? 

Lucy. Perfidious wretch! 

Pally. Barbarous huſband ! 

Lucy, Hadſt thou been hang'd five months ago, I had 
been happy. 050 | 

Polly. And I too—Tf you had been kind to me till 
death, it would not have vex'd me—And that's no very 
unreaſonable requeſt (though from a wiſe) to a man who 
hath not above ſeven or eight days to live. 

Lucy. Art thou then marcied to another? Haſt thou 
two wives, monſter? | 

Mach. If women's tongues can ceaſe for ah anſwer— 
hear me. | 

Lucy, I won't—Fleſh and blood can't bear my uſage. 

Fal Shall I not claim my own ? J uſtice bids me ſpeak, 


AIR XXXV. Have you heard of afrolickſome ditty.” 
Mach, How happy could I be with either, 


Were t'ather dear charmer away ! 
But while you thus teaze me together, 


To neither a word will I ſay ; 
But tol de roll, &c. 


Polly. Sure, my dear, there ought to be ſome preference 
ſhewn to a wife! At leaſt, ſhe may claim the appearance 
of it. He muſt be diſtracted with misfortunes, or he 
could not uſe me thus! 

«cy. O villain, villain! thou haſt deceiv'd mel could 


even inform againſt thee with pleafure. Not a prude 


wiſhes more _ to have facts againſt her intimate ac- 
quaintance, than I now wiſh to have facts againſt thee, I 
would have her ſatisfaction, and they ſhould all out. 


AIR XXXVI. *«Iriſh Trot,' 
Polly. I'm bubbl"'7d. 
Lucy. = = = - Im bubbPd. 
Polly, O how I am troubl'd ! 
Lucy. Bambzurzeled and bit. 
Poll My diftreffes are daubl d. 
Lucy. When ym came to the tree, ſhould the hangman refuſ?, 
T befe fingers with pleaſure could faſten the noſe. 
Polly. I'm bubb1'd, Sc. 


me that I am married? Why, Polly, doſt thou 
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Mach, Be pacified, my dear Luc This js all a fetch of 
Polly's to 3 me deſpetate with you in caſe I got off.— 
If I'm hang'd, ſhe would fain have the credit of being 
thought my widow—Really, Polly, this is no time for a 
diſpute of this ſort ; for whenever you are talking of mar. 


a I am thinking of hanging. 
g 


{ly. And haſt thou a heart to perſiſt in diſowning me? 
Mach. And haſt thou the heart to perſiſt in ſuading 
1 eck to ag- 

gravate my misfortunes ? | 
Lucy. Really, Miſs Peachum, you but expoſe yourſelf, 


Beſides, tis barbarous in you, to worry a gentleman in 


his circumſtances, 


; AIR XXXVII. 
| Polly. Ceaſe your funning : 


1 —— 
. Never my heart trepan, 
All theſe ſallies, 
Alte but malie, 
To ſeduce my conflant man, 
: mY Fu certain, 
By their flirting, 
Women oft = hel ſhawn © 
Pleas'd to ruin, 
Others awooing ; 
Newer happy in their own ! 


Polly. Decency, madam, methinks might teach you to 
behave yourſelf with ſome reſerve with the huſband, 
while his wife is preſent. 

Mach, But ſeriouſly, Polly, this is carrying the joke a 
little too far. | a 

Lucy. If you are determin'd, madam, to raiſe a diſturb- 

ance in the priſon, I ſhall be oblig'd to ſend for the 


| turnkey to ſhew you the door, I am ſorry, madam, you 


force me to be ſo ill-bred, 
Polly. Give me leave to tell you, madam, theſe forward 
airs do not become you in the leaſt, madam. And my duty 


madam, obliges me to ſtay with my huſband, madam. 


AIR 
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AIR. XXXVIII. Good-morrow, goſſip Dan. 


Lucy, Why how now, matam Flirt ? 
7 Hau thus muft chatter, 
And are for throwing dirt, 
Lets ſce who beft can ſpatter ; 
Madam Flirt ! 
Polly. Vr how now, fancy jade ? 
Sure the wench is - 
How can you ſee me made [To him, 
The ſcaf of ſuch a g yp/y ? 
Saucy jade ! [To her, 


Enter PeACHUM. 


Peach, Where's my wench ? Ah huſſy! huſſy! Come 
you home, you flut; and when your fellow is hang'd 
hang yourſelf, to make your family ſome amends. 

Ply Dear, dear father, do not tear me from him—1 
muſt ſpeak ; I have more to ſay to him—Qh ! twilt thy 
fetters about me, that he may not haul me from thee ! 

Peach, Sure all women are alike ! If ever they commit 
one folly, they are ſure to commit another by expoſing 
themſelves Away — not a word more You arc my pri- 
ſoner now, huſſy. | 


AIR XXXIX. *« Iriſh Howl.” 


Polly, No power an earth can e er divide 
T he knot that ſacred lade hath ty'd. 
When parents draw againſt our mind, 
The true lover's knit they faſter bind. 
Oh, ob ray, ab Amborah—hb, ab, Cc. 


| Exennt Peachum and Polly, 


Mach. I am naturally compaſſionate, wife; ſo that I 
could not uſe the wench as ſhe deſery'd; which made you 
at firit ſuſpect there was ſomething in what ſhe ſaid, 

Lucy. Indeed, my dear, I was ſtrangely puzzled. 

Mach, If that had been the caſe, her father would never 
have brought me into this circumſtance—No, Lucy,—1 
had rather die than be falſe to thee. 

44 How happy am I, if you ſay this from your 
heart! For I love thee ſo, that I could ſooner bear to ſee 
thee hang'd than in the arms of another. 

Mach, . But could you ”—_— to ſee me hang'd? 


3 i Lucy, 
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Lacy. O Macheath, I can never live to ſee that day. 

Math. You ſee, Lucy, in the account of love you are 
in my debt; and you muſt now be convinced, that I had 
rather chuſe to die than be another's —Make me, if poſſi- 
ble, love thee more, and let me owe my life to thee—If 
you refuſe to aſſiſt me, Peachum and your father will ſoon 
put me beyond all means of eſcape. 

Lucy. My father, I know hath been drinking hard with 
the priſoners; and I fancy he is now taking his nap in his 
own room—1If I can procure the keys, ſhall I go off with 
thee, my dear? 

Mach. If we are together, t'will be impoſſible to lie con- 
ceal d. As ſoon as the ſearch begins to be a little cool, I 
will ſend to thee— Till then, my heart is thy priſoner. 

Lacy. Come, then, my dear huſband—owe thy life to 
me—and though you love me not—be grateful—But that 
Polly runs in my head ſtrangely. | 

Mach. A moment of time may make us unhappy for ever. 

AIR XL. The Laſs of Pawe's Mill.“ 

Lucy. I like the fox hall grieve, 
8 — bath lift her fide, 
When hounds, from morn to eve, 
Chace o'er the country wide. 
Where can my lever hide ! 
Where ho the wary pack ? 
If leave be not his guide, ; 
He never will come back. 


11 — 8 4b 


. III. 
S CE N E, Newgate. 


Locktr. [1 


O be ſure, wench, you muſt have been aiding and 
abetting to help him to his eſcape. | 
Lacy. Sir, here hath been Peachum and his daughter 
Polly, and to be ſure, they know the ways of Newgate as 
well as if they had been born and bred in the place all their 
ves. Why muſt all your ſuſpicion light upon me. 


— 6 ww nn = Ot 
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. Lacy, Lucy, I will have none of theſe ſhuffling 
wers. | 

Lucy. Well then—If I know any thing of him, I wiſh 
I may be burnt! | 

Lek. Keep your temper, Lucy, or I ſhall pronounce 


you guilty. | 
Lucy. Keep your's, fir,—-I do wiſh I may be burnt, I 


do.—And what can I ſay more to convince you ? 


Lock, Did he tip handſomely ?-How much did he 
come down with? Come, huſſy, don't cheat your father; 


and I ſhall not be angry with you— Perhaps, you have 
made a better bargain with him than I could have done. 
How much, my good girl ? 

Lucy. You know, fir, I am fond of him, and would 
have given more money to have kept him with me. 

Lock Ah, Lacy! thy education might have put thee 
more upon thy guard; for a girl in the bar of an ale- 
houſe is always beſieg'd. 

Lucy. Dear fir, mention not my education—-for 'twas 


to that I owe my ruia., 


AIR XLI. * If love's a ſweet paſſion, &c.” 


When young at the bar you fu taught me to ſcore, 
And bid me be free of my lips, and na more ; 

I was kiſs'd by the parſon, the ſpire and the /at ; 
When the gueft was departed, the s was forgot. 
But his kiſs was ſo ſaveet, and ſo cloſely he preſt, 
That I lan guiſb d and piu d till I granted the reft. 


If you can forgive me, fir, I will make a. fair confeflion ; 
forto be ſure, he hath been a moſt barbarous villain to me. 
Lack. And ſo you have let him eſcape, huſfſy,—-have 


ou ? ; 
g Lucy. When a woman loves, a kind look, a tender 


word can perſuade her to any thing—and I could aſk no 


other bribe. 

Lick. Thou wilt always be a vulgar ſlut, Zucy—lf you 
would not be look d u as a fool, you ſhould never do 
any thing but upon the foot of intereſt, Thoſe that act 
otherwiſe are their own bubbles. 


Lacy. But love, fir, is a misfortune that may happen 2 
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| the moſt diſcreet woman; and in love we are all fools 
alike. —- Notwithſtanding all he ſwore, I am now fully 
convinc'd thar Polly Peachum is actually his wife, —Did 1 
let him eſcape (fool that I was!) to go to her?—7/!/z 
4 will wheedle herſelf into his money, and then Peachum 
| will hang him, and cheat us both, 
Lick, So I am to be ruin'd, becauſe, forſooth, you mult 
| be in love ?—a pretty excuſe ! | 
| Lucy. I cold murder that impudent happy ſtrumpet : 
Agave him his life, and that creature enjoys the ſweets 
of it —Ungrateful Macheath / 


AIR XLII. South Sea ballad.” 


| My love is all madneſs aud folly, 
| Alone I He, 


1 | Toſs, tumble, and cry, 
—_— What a happy creature it Polly! 
_ Was &er ſuch a wwretch as [! 
1118 | | With rage I redden like ſcarlet, 
8 | T hat (bear inconſtant varlet, 
| Stark blind to my charms, 
1 | Is Ioft in the arms 
x | Of that ilt, that inwei 'g ling Barlo: ! 

LR | . Stark blind to my charms, 

i | I boft in the arms 
16 | O that jilt, that inveigling harlot ! 


This, this my reſentment alarms. 


_ Lick. And fo, after all this miſchicf, I muſt ſtay here 
_ x to be entertain'd with your caterwauling, miſtreſs puſs ! 
— Out of my ſight, wanton ſtrumpet, you ſhould fat and 

W.- | mortify yourſelt into reaſon, with now and then a little 
. handſome diſcipline to bring you to your ſenſes.— Go. 
3) —[ Exit Lucy. |-Peachum then intends to outwit me in 
this affair; but I'll be even with him.— The dog is leaky 
in his liquor, ſo I'll try him that way, get the ſecret 
from him, and turn this affair to my own advantage. 
Lions, wolves, and vultures, don't live together in herds, 
* droves, or flocks, —Of all 2 of prey, man is the only 
1 ſocial one. Every one of us preys upon his neighbour, 
1 | and = we herd together, —Peachum is my companion, 
my friend, —According to the cuſtom of the r K 
a ed, 
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deed he may quote thouſands of precedents for cheatin 
me—And ſhall I not make uſe of the privilege of friend 
ſhip to make him a return ? 


AIR XLIII. Packington's Pound.“ 
Thus gameſlers united in friendſpip are found, 
T hough they know that their induſtry all is @ cheat; 
They flack to their prey at the dice-box's ſound, 
And join to promote one another's deceit. 
But if by miſhap 
They fail of a 5: 4 
To keep in theis hands, they each other entrap; 
Like prkes, lank with hunger, auh miſs 25 their ends, 
T hey bite their companions, and prey on their friend:, 
Now, Peachum, you and I, like honeſt tradeſmen, are 
to have a fait trial, which of us two can over-reach the 
other, Lucy [Enter Lucy. ]—Are there any of Peachum's 
people now in the houſe ? 
« Filch, fir, is drinking a quartern of ſtrong waters 
in the next room with black Mel 
Lick, Bid him come in. [Exit Lucy: 


Euter Fil.ca. 
Why, boy, thou look'ſt as if thou wert half ſtarved ; like 
a ſhotten herring, - 

Fil:h. One had need have the conſtitution of a horſe to 

through the buſineſs. Since the favorite child-getter 
was diſabled by a miſhap, I have pick'd up a little money 
by helping the ladies to a — — againſt their being 
call'd down to ſentence.— But if a man cannot get an 
honeſt livelihood in an eaſier way, I am ſure, tis what I 
cannot undertake for another ſeſſion. 

Lock. Twly, it that great man ſhould tip off, *twould 
be an irreparable loſs. The vigour and proweſs of a 
knight-errant never ſaved half the ladies in diſtreſs that 
he hath done. But, boy, can'ſt thou tell me where 
thy maſter is to be found? 

Filch. At his lock,“ fir, at the Crooked Billet. 

Lack. Very well—I have nothing more with you. 
[Exit Filch. |—I'll go to him there, for I have many 
important affairs to ſettle with him; and in the way of 


A cant word, fignifying a warehouſe where ſtolen goods are 
de poſited. 


— 3 


——— — — 
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nothing. 
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thoſe tranſactions, I'll artfully get into his ſecret, ——So 
that Machcath ſhall not remain a day longer out of my 


clutches. Exit. 


ST E NE, 4 Gaming-Hauſe. 


MACntATH in a fine tarniſb d coat, Bex BuDGE, and 
Marr o'the Mir. ' 


Mach. I am ſorry, gentlemen, the road was ſo barren 


of money. When my friends are in difficulties, I am 


always glad that my fortune can be of ſervice to them, 
—{ Gives them money. |—Y ou ſee, gentlemen, I an not 
a mere court friend, who profeſſes every thing and will do 
AIR XLIV. *« Lillibulero.” 
«The modes of the court fo common are grown, 
That a true friend is hard to be met; 
* Friendſhip for iniergſt is but @ loan, 

Whic let out for what they can get. 

*T is true, you find 
Some friends fo kind, 

Who will give you good commſel tbemſelves to defend: 
In ſorrumuſui ditty,. 5 
T hey promiſe, they pity, ? 
But foift yeu for money from friend to friend. 


But we, gentlemen, have fill honour enough to break 


through the corruption of the world, — And while I can 
ſerve you, you may command me. 

Ben. It grieves my heart that ſo generous a man ſhould 
be involved in ſuch difficulties, as oblige him to live with 


ſuch ill company, and herd with gameſters. 


Matt. See the partiality of mankind !—One man may 
ſeal a horſe, better than, another look over a hedge. 
Of all mechanics, of all ſervile handierafts-men, a game- 
ſter is the vileſt, But yet, as many of the quality are of 
the profeſſion, he is admitted amonſt the politeſt company. 
I wonder we are not more reſcted. 

Mach. There will be deep play to-night at Mary bone, 
and conſequently money may be picked up upon the od. 

| | Meet 


Wy 
fs 
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Meet me there, and I'll give you the hint who is worth 


ſetting. h 

Matt. The fellow with a brown coat with a narrow 
gold binding, I am told is never without money. 

Mach. What do you mean, Matt ?—Sure yon will not 
think of meddling with him!—He's a good honeſt kind 
of a fellow, and one of us. 

Ben. To be ſure, fir, we will put ourſelves under your 
direction. . , ; 
Mach. Have an eye upon the money-lenders.—A rou- 
leau, or two, would prove a pretty ſort of an expedition. 
J hate extortion. 3 | 

Matt. "Thoſe rouleaps are very pretty things. —lI hate 
your bank bills there is ſuch a hazard in putting them off. 

Mach. There is a certain man of diſtinction, Who in his 
time hath nick'd me out of a good deal of the ready. He 
is in my caſh, Ber; VI point him out to you this evening, 
you ſhall draw _ him for the debt The com- 

are met; I hear the dice- box in the other room. So, 
gentlemen, your ſervant, You'll meet me at Mag bene. 


SCENE, Peachum's Lock. 


A table with wine, brandy, pipes, and tobacco. 


Peacnuvm, Lockir. 


Lack. The coronation account, brother Peachum, is of 
ſo intricate a nature, that I believe it will never be ſettled. 

Peach. It conſiſts, indeed, of a great varigty of articles. 
It was worth to our people, in tees of different kinds, 
above ten inſtalments. This is part of the account, bro- 
ther, that lies open before us. 

Lack. A lady's tail of rich brocade—that, I ſee, is diſ- 
poſed of. 

Peach. To Mrs. Diana T rapes, the tally-woman, and 
ſhe will make a good hand on't in ſhoes and ſlippers, to 
trick out young ladies, upon their going into keeping. 

Leck. But I don't ſee any article of the jewels. 

Peach, Thoſe are ſo well known, that they muſt be ſent 
abroad—you'll find them entered under the article of ex- 


7 As for the ſnuff- boxes, watches, ſwords, &c. 


thought it belt to enter them under their ſeveral 1 * 
1 Ne 
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pleaſure 
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Lack. Seven and twenty women's 
with the ſeveral things therein contained; all ſealed, num- 
ber'd, and enter'd, 

Peach. But, brother, it is impoſſible for us now to enter 
upon the affair. We ſhould have the whole day before us. 
Befides, the account of the laſt balf year's plate is in a 
book by itſelf, which lies at the other office. 13 

. Lock. Bring us then more liquor. To-day ſhall be for 
to-morrow for buſineſs. Ah, brother, thoſe 
daughters of ours are two ſtippery huſſies—keep a watch- 
ful eye upon Polly, and Macheath in a day or two ſhall 


kets complete 


our on again. 


AIR 
Lock. What gudgeons are wwe men / 


_ Tho" wwe have felt the hook, again 
Mie bite and they betray. & 1 
The bird that bath been trapt, # 

ben be hears his calling mate, 9 


To her he flies, again he's clapt 
| Within the auity grate. 
Peach. But what fignifies catching the bird, if your 


XLV. © Down in the North Country, 


ry woman's eaſy prey : 


daughter Lucy will ſet open the door of the cage? 


Lick. If men were anſwerable for the follies and frail- 


ties of their wives and daughters, no friends could keep a 
good correſpondence together for two days. ——T his is 
vkind of ew g 
they ſay or do goes for nothing. 


u, brother; for among good friends, what 


Enter a SERVANT, 


Serv. Sir, here's Mis. Diana T rapes wants to ſpeak 


with you. 


Peach. Shall we admit her, brother Lock ? 
Lock. By all means—ſhe's a good cuſtomer, and a ſine- 
ken woman—and a woman who drinks and talks ſo 


Pracb. Dear Mrs. 
by your kiſs, that your gin is excellent. 
Tapes. I was always very curious in my liquor, 


eely will enliven the converſation, 
Teach. Deſire her to walk in. 


[ Exit Servant, 
Enter Mrs, TRA ES. 


Dye, your ſervant—we may know 


HH — 
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Lack. There is no perfamed breath like it. I have been 
long acquainted with the flavour of thioſe lips —han't I, 
Mrs. Dye ? © f : 


Trapes. Fill it up. I take as large draughts of liquor 
as I 400 of love, I hate a flincher at 3 ; 


AIR XLVI. © A ſhepherd kept ſheep, &c.” 
In the days of my youth I could bill lite à dove, fa, la, &c, 
Like a ſparrow at all times ⁊vas ready for læve, fa, la, c. 
The life of all mortals in kiſſing ſhould paſs, 
Lip ts lip while we're young, then the bp to the glaſs, ſa, la, &c. 
But now, Mr. Peachum, to our bufineſs. If you have 
blacks of any kind, brought in of late; mantuas—relvet 
ſcarfs - petticoat let it be what it ill am your chap 
for all my ladies are very fond of mourning. | 

Peach. Why, look ye, Mrs. Dye, —you deal ſo hard 
with us, that we can afford to give the gentlemen, who 
venture their lives for the goods, little or nothing. 

Trapes, The hard times oblige, me to go very ncar in my 
dealing. To be ſure, of late years I have been a great 
ſufferer by the parhament. "Three thouſind pounds would 
hardly make me amends. The act for deſtroying the 
Mint was a ſevere cut upon our buſineſs—till then, if a 
cuſtomer ſtept out of the way Ne knew where to have 
her—no doubt you know Mrs. C:arer—there's a wench 
now (till to- day with a good ſuit of clothes of ming upon 
her back, and I could never ſet eyes upon her for three 
months together. Since the act too againft impriſonment * 
for ſmall ſums, my loſs there too has been very conſiderable; 
and it muſt be ſo, when a lady can borrow a handſome 
petticoat; or a clean gown, and I not have the leaſt hank 
upon her! and o my conſcience, now-a-days, moſt ladies 
take a delight in cheating, when they can doit with ſafefy. 

Peach. — you had a handſome gold watch of us 
other day for ſeven guineas. Conſideting we muſt have 
our profit to a gentleman upon the road, a gold watch, 
will be ſcarce werth the taking. FE 

T rapes. Conſider, Mr. Peachum, that watch was re. 
markable, and not of very ſafe ſale, If you have any 
black velvet ſcarf they are handſome winter wear, 
and take with moft gentlemen who. deal. with my cuſ- 
tomers, *Tis I that put 7 ladies vpon a foot. 


Tig. 
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*Tis not youth or beauty that fixes their price, The gen- 
tlemen always pay according to their Keie from half a 
crown to two guineas, and yet thoſe huſſies make nothing 
of bilking me, Ihen too, allowing for accidents, have 
eleven fine cuſtomers now down under the ſurgeon's hand 
— what with fees and other expences, there are great out- 
goings, and no'comings-in, and not a farthing to pay for 
at leaſt a month's clothing. We run great Meese 


ri ſques indeec. 
Peach. As I remember, you ſaid ſomething juſt now of 
Mrs. Carr. | | f 
. Trapes, Yes, fir. To be ſure I ſtript her of a ſuit of 
my own clothes about two hours ago; and have left her 
as ſhe ſhould be, in her ſhift, with a lover of her's at my 
houſe. She call'd him upſtairs as he was going to Mag- 
bene in a hackney coach. And I hope, for her own fake 
and mine, ſhe will perſuade the captain to redeem her, 
for the captain is very * to the ladies. 

Lock. What captain 

- Trapes, He thought I did not know him. An intimate 
acquaintance of Yor, Mr. | Peachum——only captain 
Macheath——as fine as a lord. 

Peach. 'To-morrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you ſhall ſet your 
own price upon any of the gouds you like—we have at 
leaſt half a \ velvet ſcarfs, and all at your ſervice, 
Will. you give me leave to make you a preſent of this ſuit 
of night-clothes for your own wearing gut are you 

ſure it is captain Macheath ? 

Traps. Though he thinks I have forgot him, nobody 
knows him better. I have taken a great deal of the cap- 
tain's money in my time, at ſecond hand, for he always 
loy'd to have his ladies well dreſt. EX 

Peach, Mr. Lecket and 1 have a little buſineſs with the 
captain : you underſtand me——and we will ſatisfy 
you for Mrs. Ceaxer's debt. | 

Lech. Depend upon it——we will deal like men of 
—_— | x 
Ties. ] don't enquire after your affairs—ſo whatever 
happens, I ,waſh my hands on't. It hath always been 
my maxim, that one friend ſhould help another. But if 
you Please 11 take one of the ſcarfs home with me! tis 


always good to have ſomicthing in hand. 


” 
| 
p 
4 
> 
* 
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$S CEN E, Newgate 


Lucy. 


Jealouſy, 'rage, love, and tear, are at once tearing me 
to pieces, How I am weather-beaten and ſhatter'd wich 
diſtreſſes! : 

AFR XLVII. © One evening, having lot my way.” 
I'm like a ſhift on the ocean tot, : 
AS high, now l:;w, on each billuau barne, 
With her rudder broke, aud her anchar Ii, 
Deſerted and all forlorn. © | 
While thus I lie rolling and Mug all night, 
* That Polly lies ſporting on eas of delight, 
a evenge, YEVenpe, TeVenges 
Shall appeaſe my reſt eſs ſprite, | 
T have the ratſbane ready, I run no riſque; for I can lay 
her death upon the gin, and ſo many die of chat naturally, 


' that I ſhall never be call'd in queſtion. But ſay 4 were to 
be hang'd—I never could be hang'd for any thing that 


would give me greater comfort, than the poiſoning that ſlut. 


Enter FiLcn. 
Filch. Madam, here's our miſs Polly come to wait up- 
nn A. 
cy. Shew her up. ,__ 7 
| „irre FR bt.” WE 
Lucy, Dear madam, your ſervant, - I hope you will 
poo my paſſion, when I was ſo happy to ſec 1 laſt, 
was ſo over-ran with the ſpleen, that I was perfectly out 
of myſelf. And really, when one hath the ſpleen, every 
thing is to be excuſed hy a friend. 


AIR XLVIII. No, Nager, I'II tell thee, &c.“ 
When a ww {s in ber paut, 
( As 2 cs Sometimes 10 dandt ) : 
T he good huſdand as meek as @ lamb, 
Her vapmurs to flill, 
Firft grants her her will, 
And th: queing dranght is a dram. 
Taor mas. Aud the quicting draught is a dram. 


Dh 3 5- 4 II wiſh 


„ „„ 
4 
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Ieh all our quarreis might have ſo comfortable a 
reconciliation, |; | | 
Pally, I have no excuſe for, my own behaviour, madam, 
but my misfortunes, And reaily, madam, I ſuffer too 
| ppon your account. | | 
5 Lucy. But, miſs Feli) In the way of friendſhip, will 
| you give me leave to propoſe a glaſs of cordial to you? 

Polly. Strong waters are apt to give me the head- ach 
I hope, madam, you will excuſe me. 

Lug. Not the greateit lady in the land could have bet- 
ter in Ber cloſet, for her 'own private drinking. You 
ſeem mighty low in ſpirits, my dear. 

Poly. I am. ſorry, madam, my health will not allow 
me to accept of your offer. I ſhould not have left you in 
the rude mannet᷑ I did when we met laſt, madam, had not 
my papa hau!'d me away ſo unexpectedly. I was indeed, 
ſomewhat provok'd, and perhaps might uſe ſome expreſ- 
fön that wete diſreſpectfal. But really, madam, the 
captain treated me with ſo much contempt and cruelty, 
that-I'deſerved A , rather than your reſentment. 
Lag. But fince luis eſcape, no doubt all matters ate 

made vþulpein, Ah Polly Fully! Ptis Lam the uhhappy 
wife; and he loves you as if you were only his miſtreſs. 

n Polly. Sure, madam, you cannot think me ſo happy as 
to be che object of your jealouſy, A man is always afraid 
of a woman who loves him too well ſo that J muſt ex- 
pect to be neglected and avoided. *NNC 

| Lacy. Then our caſes; my dear Po, are exactly alike, 

4 Both of us indeed have been too . x * 

_ Nen I ö 78 

AIR. XIIX. O By Bell, &c. 

Polly. A tun attends that awoman's love, 

Who alauuys æbauld be pleaſing. 

# Lucy. The pertneſs of the, billing dove, 

1 a Like tickling, is but tea ing. 

8 Polly. What then. in * can woman do? 

Lucy. Ive grow fond they ſhun us. 

Polly. And FF bd abe fly them, they purſue : 

Lucy. But leave us when they've wwon us, 4 


= Lucy. Love is ſo very whimſical in both ſexes, that it 
5 is impoſſible to be laſting. But my heart is particular, 
and contradicts my own obſervation. 


— 
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Polly. But really, miſtreſs Lucy, by his laſt behaviour, I 
think I ought to envy you. When I was forced from 
him, he did not ſhew the leaſt tenderneſs. But pechaps 
ke hath a heart not capable of it. 


AIR L. *« Wou'd fate to me Belinda give.“ 
| Among the men, coquets we find, © 
] he catrt-by turns all woman-khind ; 


And we grant all their hearts defir'd, 
When they are flatter'd and adi d. 


The coquettes of both ſexes are ſelf-lovers, and that is a 


love ne other whatever can diſpoſſeſs. I fear, my dear 
Lucy, our huſband 1s one of thoſe. 


Lucy. Away with theſe melancholy reſlections indeed, 
my dear Polly, we are both of us a cup too low. Let me 
prevail upon you to accept of my offer, | 


AIR LI. Come, ſweet laſs.” 
Come, ſaucet loſs, 
Let's baniſh ſorro tu, 
ö Till to-morrow 8 
4. © * Cont, ſweet laßt, 
Let's take a chirping glaſ. 
Wine can clear, 
Dye wvapaurs of deſpair ; 
And make us light ns air ; 


Then drink and banyþ care. 


I can't bear, child, to ſee you in ſuch low ſpirits. And I 
muſt perſuade you to what 1 know will do you good—- 
I ſhall now ſoon be even with the hypocritical ftrum- 
pet. [ Aide. [ Exit. 
Polly. All this wheedling of Lacy cannot be for nothing. 
At this time too! when I know the hates me !—'The diſ- 
ſembling of a woman is always the forerunner of miſchiet. 
By pouring ſtrong waters down my throat, ſhe thinks to 
ump ſome ſecrets out of me. I'll be upon my guard, 
and won't taſte a drop of her liquor, I'm reſoulv'd, 


Enter Lucy, with ftrong WAe'S, 
Lury. Come, miſs Polly.” "4 
Polly; Indeed, child, you have given yourſelf troubl 
to no purpoſe, You mutt, my dear, excuſe me, 
E * 1 Luc 
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Lacy. Really, miſs. Pally, you are as ſqueamiſhly«af- 
ſebted 1 about taking a cup of ſtrong waters, ” a He 


fore company. I vow, - Polly, I. ſhall take it monſtrouſly 
11 if you reſuſe me. Brandy and men, (though women 
love them never ſo well) are always taken by us with 
ſome relyRance—unleſs tis in private. 0 

Polly. I proteſt, madam, it goes againſt me, What do 
I ſee! Macheathiagain-in' c Now every glim- 
mering of e is . 8 „ 

Drops the glaſs of liquor upon the ground. 

Zug. Since things are — . hath 
eſcap d; for by this event, tis plain, ſne was not happy 
enough to deſerve to be poiſon d. 


Enter Locxir, MachrArn, and Prachuu. 


Loch. Set your heart at reſt, captain. You have neither 
the chance of love or money for another eſcape for you 
are order'd to be call'd down on your trial immediately. 

Peach. Away, huſſies !. — This is not a time for a man 
to be hamper'd with his wives. Vou ſee, the gentleman 
is in chains already. | 

Lucy, O huſband, huſband, my heart longd to ſee 
thee ; but to ſee thee thus diſtratts me 

Polly. Will not my dear huſband look upon his Polly ? 


Why had{ thou not flown to me for protection? — With 


me thou hadſt been ſafe. 
A R III. * Thelaſt time I went o'er the moor.” 


Polly. Hither, dear byſband, turn geur eyes. 
Lucy. Be/toay one g la ce lo cherr me. 
Polly. 771“ with that luck, thy Polly dies, 
Lucy. O fun mc not, but bear me. 
Polly. 7% Polly ſacs. 
Lucy. Tit Lucy ſpeaks, 
Polly. Is thus true lyve requited. 
Lucy. My heart is hurfting. 


Polly, . Mine too breaks, 1 
Lucy. Muft I, KEN 
Polly. Muſt I be ſlighted ? 0 


Mach. What would you have me ſay, ladies: Vou 
de this affair will ſoon be at an end, without my diſ- 


-obliging either of you. ' Peach, 
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Peach. But the ſettling this point, captain, miglit pre- 


vent a law-ſuit between your two. widows. 


AIR LIII. Tom Tinter's my true love, &c.” 


Mach. Which way all I turn me—how can I decide; 
Wives, the day of our death, are as'fond as a bride, 
One wife is tos much for moft huſbands to hear, 
But tæuo at a time there's n mortal can beav, 
T his way, and that way, and which way you will, 
rh ra — 31 comfort the one, other wife would 
tate ill. 4 h 


Polly. But if his own misfortunes have made him infen- 


fible to mine—a father, ſure, will be more compaſſionate, 


„dear ſir, ſink the material evidence, and bring him 
| his trial—Pe/ly upon her knees begs it of you. 


AIR LIV. I am a poor ſhepherd undone,” 


When my hero in court appears, 
And flands arraign'd'for his life, 
Ther think of pt Polly's tears; | 
For ab] poor Polly's his wife, 
Like the ſailor he holds up his hand, 
Diftreſt on the daſhing wave, 
To die à try death at land, 
Isg as bad as a wat'ry grave. 
And alas, poor Polly! 
Alack, and auell-a- day! 
Before I wwas in laue, 


Ob ev'ry month was M 
Lucy. If Prachum's heatt is harden'd ; ſure vou, fir, 


will have more compaſſion on a daughter I know the 


evidence is in your power. How then can vin be a 
tyrant to me? 
AIR LV. * Janthe the lovely, &c. 

When he hild up his hand arraign' d for his life, 
Oban of your daughter, and-think I'm his aui 
'Whut are cannons, or bombs, or olafhint f ſwords ! 
For death is more certain by witneſſes gert. 
"Then nail up their lipt, that dread thunder allay ! 

Aud each month of my life will bereafter be May, 


[ Kneeling. | 


Lick, 
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5 Lol. Macheath's time is came, Lucy. —— We know our 
own affairs, therefore let us have no more e or 

whining. io = 


"op A 1 R LVI « A robler thaw was, Ge. | 


. Ourſelves, like the great, to ſecure a retreat, 
When matters require it, muff give ub our 6 
dnl gr reoor why, f gt * 5 : 32 
Or inflead of the fry, SPIT, 
5 Even Pea — | 
_ - Like paor petty raſcals might hang, hang, Fradty 5 
1 | Lie poor petty raſcals, might bang. 5 
1 „. Set your heart at reſt, Polly. . Your huſband i is 
* „ 10 die to- day. Therefore if you are not already prov 
x ed, tis bigh time to look about for another. Th 
/- 1 comfort for you, you flut. 
1 | 1 k. We are ready, fir, to condudt you to the Oli hath. 


[ | A I R LVII. Bonny Dundee. 


Mach, The charge i is pre pur 4, the ers Are. a; . 
| T he judges all rang d (a terrible ſhow /) 

| Igo undiſmay'd—for death is a debt, 

5 A debt on demand. —ſo, take what 1 owe, 

Then fareael, my lave—dear charmer adieu; 

| Contented 1 die—'tis the better for you. 

Here ends all diſpute the ref! of our lives, 

For this away at once I pleaſe all my wiver, 


Now, gentlemen, I am ready to attend ou. 
[ Exennt Peachum, Lockit, and Mackeath. 


Polly. Follow | them, Filth, to the court. And when 
the trial is over, bring me a particular account of his be- 
 chaviour, and of every thing that happen d. You'll find 
me here with miſs 3 xit Filch.] — But why is all 
this muſic ? 

Lucy. T he: priſoners, whoſe trials are put off till next 
e are diverting themſelves. 

Pally. Sure there is nothing ſo 8 as muſic! I 
am fond- of it to diſtraction— ut alas—now all mirth 
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= | ſeems an inſult upon my affliction. Let us retire, my 

_ RT dear Lucy, and indulge. our ſorrows. The noiſy crew, 

peou ſee, are coming upon us. [e Excunt. 
1 Torn A dance of priſoners in chats, Oc. 
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S CE N E, The Condemn'd © Hold 
MACHEATH, in a melancholy poſture. 
AIR LVIII. «© Happy groves.“ 

O cernel, cruel, cruel caſe! 
Muſt I fuffer this diſgrace ? 
AIR LIX. Of all the girls that are ſo ſmart,” 


Of all the friends in time of rief, _ 
Ihen 9 death looks grimmey, 
Net one ſo ſure can bring relief,, - 


"Ar this beff Sricjd, a brimmer. [ Drinks. 


# TL... LX. « Britons ſtrike home.“ 


Since I my Win gl I ſcorn ta wince or whine. 
Jeſu g—l ſcorn, 1. „be 


AIR MI. rene, 


Br mow my ſpirits fon 
4 raj 21 Late — [Drigks a glaſs 


| A'T R LXII, 6 To old 85 Simon the ria 


But rvalagr the flronger growst, 
NT flranger the liquor aue re drinking. 
And how can we px pad WI, 11 
When weve loft the trouble of thinking ? 


(Drinks, 
AIR IXIIII. Joy to great Cg. 
| If ui man can die 


ueb bolder with brandy. 
{ Pours out a ee df brandy, 


AIR LXIV. Ibere was an old woman, Kc.“ 
So I drink off this buy 2 mew I can fland the teſt, 
And my comrades 0g fee, that 1 die as deus as the beſt. 
[ Drinks, 
AIR -LXV. « Did you ever hear of gallant ſailor.” 
But can I leave my pretty huſſies, 
Without one tear, or . fegh? 


AIR 


* 
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7555 AIR LXVI. Why are my eyes ſtill flowing.“ 
* 5 Their eyes, their lips, their buſſes, 
4 - * Recall my love—Ab muſt I die! 


AIR. LXVII. Green fleeves.” 


8 Since laws were made for ev'ry degree, 
To curb vice in'others as well as in me, 
+ % I onder wwe han't better company | "0 
|. Ten Tyburn wee! 
| | Eat gol from lan can take out the ſling ; 


i'F 122 And if rich men like us were to ſwing, © 
„ Nabcald ibin the land fuch rum bers to fring 
1 13 g Tun Ty burn tree? 
=o Jailor. Some friends of 2 captain, deſire to be 
T. 740 


admitted. I leave you toget 
| Enter BEN BU DO and MATT e MixrT. 
Mach. For my Raving broke prifon, you ſee, gentlemen, 
I am ordered immediate execution.—'Fhe ſheriff's officers 
5 I believe, are now at: the door. That Jemmy Tauitcher 
+ | ſhould impeach me, I own ſurprized me! Tis a plain 
proof that the world is all alike, and that even our gang 
can no more truſt one another than other people. There- 
fore, I beg you, gentlemen, look well to yourſelves, for | 
in all probability, you mav live ſomemondlls longer. 
Matt. We are heartily zorry, captain, for your misfor- 
tune. Bat tis what we muſt all come to. 
| Mach. Peachum and Lockit, you know are infamous 
Pt ſcoundrels. Their lives are as much. in your power, as 
| yours are in theirs—Remember your dying friend !—"Tis }} - 
my laſt requeſt, —Bring thoſe villains to the gallows before 
you, and Jam ſatisfied, | 
Matt. We'lldo't. © | 
Failor. Miſs Poll; and miſs Lacy intreat a word with you. || * 


4 4 5 Mach. Gentlemen, adieu.“ [ Exeant roy and ( 
""Lh WORST | Matt o'the Mint. 
14:8 l Enter Lucy and PIII. 
1 1 Mach. My dear Lu my dear P:/ly—Whatſoever hath 
_ paſt between, us, is now at an end. If you are fond of Þ} 1 
=_ marrying again, the beſt advice I can give you, is to hip 


_ yourſelves off for the W-Tngies, where you'll have a fais 
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chatich of getting a huſband a · piece; or by good luck 
two or mol pa 3 like beſt. i 
Polly How can I ſupport this fight! 


Lucy. There is nothing moves one ſo much as a great 
wan in diſtreſs, | : 


AIR LXVII. All you that muſt take a leap, &c." 
Lucy. Ven I might be hang d! 


Polly, - = == === == = And I would fo tore 
Lucy. To be hang'd with you. Ed 
Polly, = = == === = —= My dear with you. 


Mach. O leave me 15 thought ! I fear, I doubt! 
| I tremble! I droop ee my courage is cut. 


[ Turns up the empty bottle, 
Polly. No talen of love 
Mach. See my courage is out. 
Turns up the e t. 
Lucy. NM token of love f b : ED 
Polly.” = = = = = = = Adicu. 
Lucy. - === === = Farewel. 
Mach. But hark ! J bear the toll of the bell, 
. Chorus, Tol de rol, Sc. 


Tailor, Four women more, captain, with a child a- 
piece See, here they come. ¶ Enter nen and children, 
Mach. What—fovr wives more! —'This is too much, — 
Here—tell the theriffs officers I am ready, [ Exennt, 


Enter BEGGAR and PLAYER, 


Play. But, honeſt friend, I hope you don't intend that 
Macheath ſhall be really executed. 

Beg. Moit certainly, fir. To make a yo perfect, 
I was for doing ſtrict poetical juſtice—Macheath 15 to be 
hang d; and for the other perſonages of the drama, the 
audience muſt have ſuppoſed they were all either hang'd 
or tranſported. 

Play. Why then, friend, this is downright deep tra- 
gedy, The cataſtrophe is manifeſtly wrong, for an opera 
muſt end happily. 

Beg. Your Gbieclon, ſir, is very juſt; and is eaſily re- 
moved: for you muſt allow, that in this kind of drama, 
tis no matter how abſurdly things are brought about— 


* 
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on rabble there tun and cry a Reprie we- let tlie 

priſoner be brought back to his wives in triumpfm. 

Play. All this we muſt do to comply with the taſte of 
- the town. h 
Beg. Through the whole piece you may obſerve ſuch an 
- Hmiſitade of manners in high and low life, that it is dif- 

ficult to determine whether (in the faſhionable vices) the 
mine gentlemen imitate the · gentlemen of the road, or the 
gentlemen of the road the gentlemen.— Had the play 
remained as I at firſt intended, it would have carried- a moſt 
excellent moral; twould have ſhown that the lower ſort 
of people have their vices in a degree as well as the rich; 
and that they are puniſhd for them. . 


Enter to them MacntaTH with rabble. 


Mach. So, it ſeems. I am not left to my choice, but 
muſt have a wife at laſt.— Look ye, my dears, we will 
have no controverſy now. Let us give this day to mirth, 
and I am ſure ſhe who thinks herſelf my wife will. teſtify 
her joy by a dance. | 

All. Come, a dance—a dance. 

Mach, Lagies & hope you will give me leave to preſent 
a partner to each of you. And if I may without offence, 
for this time, I take Polly for mine. And for life, you 
ſlut—for we are really married As for the reft.— 
But at preſent keep your own ſecret. Ze Polly. 


en 
AIR LXIX. Lumps of Pudding, &c.“ 


Thus I fland like a Turk, with his doxies around; 
From all {de their glances his paſſion confound ; 
For black, brown, and fair, his inconſtancy burns, 
And the different beauties ſubdue him by turns : 
Each calls ferth her charms to procooke his defrres : 
 Tho' willing to all; but with one he retires, 
But think of this maxim, and put off all ſorrœau, 
T he wretch of to-day may be happy to- morrroao. 


Chorus. But think of this maxim, Oc. 
: lei 


